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TO THE READER. 


*- HE Stage is acceſſible to few ; but the Public is 
ever generouſly ready to receive, with candor, 
ſuch performances as are calculated to afford it amuſe- 


ment, and at the ſame time are favorable to the cauſe of 
mor ality, 


In this light the writer of the following Pieces hopes 
they will be viewed. The reception her Works have 
hitherto met with, encourages her again to intrude upon 
the indulgence of her Readers ; which ſhe does in con- 
fidence, that whatever degree of credit they may, cri- 
tically examined, afford their Author, the ſentiments 


they contain, juſtly entitle them to the appellation ſhe 
hath ventured to aſſign them. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 
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ME N. 
SEGBERT, 
EDGAR, 
OS RIC, 

K EN RE PD, 
OS WAL D, 
S EWA RD. 


WOMEN. 


/CORDELIA, 
MATILDA. 


_- 


: 


Herald, Officers, Guards, Lords and Attendants, 


/ 
! 


Scene, during the four firft Ads, SzcBrRT's Palace. 
During the jifth, before and within an ancient gothic 
Tower, at a ſmall Diſtance. 


TiMzE, THAT OF REPRESENTATION, 


AS TT 
SCENE L 


| A 
 Segbert's Palace. 
_KENRED, OSWALD: if 
Os WAL pb. _—_ 


T3 murmur loud; the finking ſtate 
Beneath the hand of hard oppreſſion groans. 
Unleſs ſome ſtrong eonvulſion fet her free, 
She cannot long ſurvive the iron graſp. » 

2" KRENKED; TER 
Oſwald, be ſure the moment is not diſtant 
Which muſt produce'a haſtygevolution, 
Ill the deſcendanits of the godlike Hengeſt, | 
That ſon of valour, liberty and glory,  liti5-100 of 
Can brook the heavy yoke of tyranny | 
| B 2 Which 


; „„ 


Which hath ſo long preſs'd their unbending necks: - 
Deeply they groan, and vent their diſcontent 
In plaints, half ſmother'd by the conſtant dread: 
Of chaſtiſement ſevere. But ſoon the ſpark 
Ot heavenly fire, in valtour's breaſt c6nceal'd;; 
Shall burſt into a ſtrong and open flame. 
I ſpeak to thee without reſerve or fear, 
Becauſe I know thee friendly to the cauſe: 
Of human rights, of ſacred liberty. 
For though thy perſon tends upon the tyrant, 
Thy ſoul deteſts his - cruelty... 


Os wa LD. 
Kenred it does; 100 to return thy frankneſs 
Will I acknowledge tliat I ſhould rejoice 
To ſee my long-afflifted country free 
* the unworthy yoke ſhe bends beneath. 


5 EKENREPD. F ö 
Your tyrant, while he rules with iron l, 


in. 
And bends your abjet ſpirits to his will, | | 
{ 
Himſelf a vaſſal, holds his ſeeming 1 af 
E'en at the, nod, the pleaſure. mo. 
Ye are his flaves; he is the ſlave oc. > 
Oswald. 2 oul od Ali 


His ſlaves ! Puri oo amps) bis. flaves wer: are. pig 7 / 
Aw'd by eee Olnic, we ſubmit 
To powerful io oo neon. J bl gd! 


a 315; „ ie 
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A TRAGEDY. 


KENRED. 

Have ye not arms? Are ye not men and ſoldiers? 
Nor can ye want a tried and gallant leader. 

Does not Prince Edgar merit ſuch diſtinction ? 

OswaLD. 

A braver youth ſprings not from Saxon blood. | 
Happy! thrice happy were his native country, 
Did it yon it's true and rightful prince. 

'KENKED. 

Lives be contented in the tyrant's court, 

A mean dependant, and an humble vaſſal, 


Waſting his genius, ſtrength, and „ ouhful * 
E en in the ſeryice of his enemy ? 7 


*OsWA LD, 
Apparently he does. But there is cauſe: 
_ 'Tis much ſuſpected that our beauteous princeſs 
Detains, in ſilken chains, his captive heart. 


| RENRED. 

And ſhall the ſon of mighty Ethelbert, 

Who ſtruggled hard againſt th' invading foe, 
And but relinquiſh'd the bright hope of conqueſt, 
E'en with the glorious life that had enſur d it; 
Shall he, enſnar'd by female blandifhments, 
Remain the thrall of indolence and paſſion? © 
Can he, unmov'd, behold his country bleed? 
Thoſe loyal ſubjects who, with willing hearts, 
Would riſk their-fortunes, dignities and lives, 


3 3 
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In his 8 treated as conquer'd ſlaves, 

Their treaſur'd wealth, their large and fertile TY 

Divided among hungry foreigners, 

Bird to oppreſs, to humble, to enſlave them. 
OswALD. 

Thou know t, that when the death of Ethelbert 

Gave into Segbert's hands the realm of Kent, 

The infant prince, with many valiant lords, 

Were in the tyrant's train brought back to Mercia; 

Where many of thecaptives have obtained 

Places of confidence and royal favour. 


KENRED. | 

Mere artful policy! "Tis plain he hopes 
By bribes to bind the nobles to his intereſt, 
That ſo he ſafely may oppreſs the people, 


O3WaALD. | | 
All trembled for the prince, ſo early given 
Into the power of his invet'rate foe; 
But Segbert did not dare to touch his life, 
Keeping him as a precious pledge and hoſtage 
For the obedience of his new-made ſubjefts, 
The Queen, who was a pattern of perfection, 
Became his parent, friend, and patroneſs; 
Had him inſtructed in each exerciſe, 
Each manly, uſeful, ornamental art. 
Which might become a ſoldier and a prince. 
As he adyanc'd in age, his manly beauty, 


His 
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His active ſtrength, and enterprizing courage, 

Made him the admiration of each eye; 

While his engaging manners, condeſcenſion, 

His lively wit and unaſſuming wiſdom, 

Endear'd him to all hearts. Thus hath he liv'd, 

Careſs'd and cheriſh'd in the court of Segbert, 

Who is become a kind of father to him ; 

But more the Queen a fond and tender mother, 

Whoſe death he bath lamented with ſuch ſorrow 

As duteous children ſuffer, when depriv'd 

Of their life's firſt inſtrudtor and ſupport. 
KENRED. 

All this I grant doth, in ſome ſort, excule 

His negligence and inactivity. 

But yet ——— 


OsSWALD, 
This is not all; with patience hear me, 

I ſaid before that it is much believ'd 
He loves our princeſs; and 'tis till more certain 
Her modeſt eyes are often ſeen to gaze 
With unaffeRed pleaſure upon him. 
Whene'er he ſpeaks, her ſweet complacent fmile 
Shows approbation, kindneſs and eſteem : 
Nay, if my watchful eyes can read aright, 
Fondneſs too paſſionate to be conceal'd. 
Seems it then ſtrange that an enamour'd youth, 
Enamour'd of perfections ſuch as her's, | 

B 4 | 


| And 
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And meeting ſuch return, ſhould ſweetly loſe, 

In ſoft exceſs of love and happineſs, 

All thoughts of glory, or his injur'd . 
KENRED. 

He muſt be dis out of this ſhameful ſtate. 

Oſwald, the ancient friendſhip and affection 

Which hath ſubſiſted 'twixt myſelf and thee 

Forbids me to conceal my inmoſt thoughts 

From one, whoſe principles and worth I've prov'd, 

In ſtates of hazard, and in adverſe fortune. 

Know then the purpoſe of my preſent coming 

Is to awake, to rouſe the thoughtleſs prince 


From ſoft voluptuous inactivity. 

For this, in ſecret, have I quitted Kent, 1 

My native realm, where long I've liv'd conceal d, 

And bent on vengeance, in this cloſe diſguiſe, | 

Have enter'd Mercia. For full well I know _ 

My forfeit life would ſcarcely ſatisfy _ 

The tyrant's reſtleſs and vindictive rage, 

Should he diſcoyer that a baniſh'd rebel, 

Whoſe lands he ſeig d, whoſe head he hath proſcrib 4, 

Dares to appear in this his very court, 

Therefore I pray thee, with all ſecrecy, _ 

Bring me where I at leiſure may converle 

With youthful Edgar. 5 
Ra Oswald. 21556 

That I'Il ſoon effect. oo: | | 
But how, brave Kenre , can ye hope ſucceſs? 
Hath 
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Hath not unhappy Deria late experienc'd 

The dire effects of unſucceſsful ſtruggles ? 

Hath ſhe not been a ſecond time conſtrain'd 

To bend before the conquering: arms of Mercia? 


KENRED. 
Their late attempt was raſh and unadvis'd; 
Led on by hot revenge and headſtrong courage, 
No means prepar'd, no previous plan concerted. 
Yet e' en theſe wild and ill-· ſupplied invaders, 
Did they not ſhake this boaſted power of Mercia? 
Did not the ſubjects of your tyrant Segbert 
Fight with reluctant hearts in his defence? 
But for the love they bore our gallant Edgar, 
Whole troops had quitted his erected ſtandard. 
Was he not forc'd to call to his aſſiſtance, 
To his defence, bold Oſric of Bernicia, | 
Whoſe fame in arms, whoſe giant ſize and ſtrength, 
Whoſe haughty, turbulent and ſavage nature, | 
Make him the terror of each neighbouring ſtate. 


Oswald, 
Tis true; and here: the warrior ſtill remains, 
Ruling both prince and people at his will. 
His ſavage troops, unaw'd by diſcipline, 
Rove at diſcretion o'er the ravag'd land; 


Enter the dwellings of our peaceful commons. 
Plunder their wealth, inſult their families : 
And, if the wretched ſufferers ſeek redreſs, 
| N '--=" + Scorn 
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Scorn and neglect is all that they can hope; 
But oftener, loaded with reproach and inſult, 
Keen chaſtiſement ſucceeds to injury. 


 KENRED. 
If then a plot ſo wild and ill-concerted 
Could plunge his kingdom into ſuch confuſion, 
What may not the deſcendants of bold Hengeſt, 
Led by their native prince and native valour, 
Hope to effect? 
OswA I). 
Have not his friends yet ſounded 
The views and inclinations of young Edgar? 
KENRED. 
Often atdiſtance ; but have {till receiv'd 
Such cold, evaſive, and forbidding anſwers, 
They durſt not preſs him further on the ſubject. 
But I, uncheck'd by fear, will urge it home! 
And if he be the ſon of Ethelbert ; | 
If he be not degenerate, and loſt 
To every ſenſe of piety and glory, 
A ſudden ſtroke ſhall fall on Segbert's head 
Shall make the tyrant totter on his throne, 


| OswaALD. 
Retire. I ſee the King approach this way. 
Conceal thyſelf within my cloſe apartment ; 
Twill embrace the very firſt occaſion . Ws | 
T9 bring thee to the Prince. ke 
Ms KENRED, 
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KENREPD. 
I pray thee do. 
The time is ſhort, and much is to be done. 


—_—  —_ 


— 


SCENE II. 


SEGBERT, OsR1c, EDGAR, CORDELIA, OSWALD, 
Lords, and Attendants. 


| OsR1c. | 
Your Mercia had ere this ſtoop'd to the duſt, 
And not, as now, ſpread her broad eagle wings 
In regal greatneſs o'er three goodly realms. 
It was this ſword, impell'd by this ſtrong arm, 
That fix'd your throne upon a ſteady baſe, 
When it was ſhaken, een from its foundation. 


SkoBERT. 
Moſt valiant prince, our gratitude hath ſtrove 
To keep juſt meaſure with thy high deſervings; 
But they have wing' d ſo vaſt and bold a flight, 
They leave our beſt rewards halting behind. 


EDGAR. 
Vet think not Oſric that the warlike ſons 
Of Mercia, ſo degen'rate, are become 
To yield an unconteſted, weak ſubmiſſion 
To the demands of an invading foe, 


bern A. 


It was not that they fear d to draw the fword 
Of bold reſiſtance; but that difcontent, 


Diſtruſt and idtual hate had fo infu“d 


Their baleful influence throughout their ranks, 
That not a ſoldier fought with half his force. 

Yet were they but defeated, not ſubdu'd. 

Nor doubt 1 but the ſhame of their diſmay 
Would ſo have rous'd them, that a ſecond action 


Would well have ſhaded over and effac'd 


The trifling diſadvantage of the firſt ; 
And had the King confided in their valour, 


Without a foreign aid, they had repell'd 
And triumph d o'er their wild, tho baude invaders. 


OsR1C. 


; Tis plealing. ik prince, with valiant words 
And deeds, atchiev'd in the ſoft lap of eaſe, 


+ To conquer armies that are unaſſembl'd, 


I might en gage thee * thy v vet' ran bands ! 


— 


And crown the brow of peace with ſhadowy laurels, 
Which flouriſh in the ſunſhine of a court; 
But when the trump of war doth ſound indeed ! ! 
When army gainſt oppoling army ſtands, 


And trembling nations wait the dread event; 


Then honour, valour, glory take the field, 


And claim far other taſk, far other combat; 
4 Nor fought by « daſtards, nor led on 0 e 9 


5 Eb Ax. | 
I 3 tht a at as head of theſe weak aaftartl,| 


Then 
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Then ſhould be known who beſt deſerves the name 
Of hero; who can beſt defend his country. 


OsxrIc.: 

And doſt thou, youth; compare thyſelf with me, 
Whoſe hardy deeds have fill'd the voice of fame? 
Who have perform'd acts of ſuch fearful daring, | 1 5 
Would make 1 courthy heart recoil to hear. Og 

| EDS AR. | 
True courage is not prov'd by boaſtful words, 
Much leſs by deeds of inhumanity. 
Of theſe I know thou haſt perform d a wre 2111 
At which the generous, feeling heart ants | 


— — 


' Osnice. 
Well doth 1 luxurious ſofineſs* 84. 
Shelter itſelf beneath the plauſive name 
Of mild humanity. Prince, thou doſt well! 
That graceful form, that blooming countenance,” 
Were never made to bear the de fatigues 
And beauty-ſpoiling conflitts of ſtern. War; 
Far other pleaſures claim thy youthful thoughts: 
The mazy dance, the ſoft alluring ſong 
The tender glance, and | heart-ſubduing ſmile; 
Theſe are the weapons thou wall born to wield, 
And ſuch 2 glorious conqueſts they' obtain l. fol 140 


3 ConbzLIA. * 
| oo 97 oy 11 


Ungentle Prince! cannot my father's be 
My own, or laws of knightly courteſy, 
Reſtrain thy rude, unguarded petulance ? 


8 * 


- 
- " * 


SEG- 
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5 $i 67 K SEkG BERT. 
Forbear this heat. | 


Epox. 
Oſric, I know thee brave; 

In many a hardy and long foughten field, 
Well haſt thou prov d thy peerleſs ſtrength and courage. 
As well I know thee haughty, turbulent, 
Diſfatisfy'd, e en with the higheſt honours 
That leave thee yet another ſtep t aſcend. 
As ſuch, and to revenge the many wrongs, 
The many inſults, ſcoffs and outrages, 
Which I have ſuffer'd/from thy ranc'rous pride; 
Firſt begging leave and licence from the king, 
I challenge thee to prove thy boaſted might, 
Thy oft-try'd force againſt my rival proweſs ; 
And here, before the court do I defy thee, 
To ſingle fight, to fierce and mortal combat. 

: * N | 


— 


. „Oe | | 
Moſt willingly do I accept thy challenge; d Do, 
And here, before the king and court aſſembled, 
Retort, __ 2 thy mY . 


Con DE 11 A. 
Oh! let me e interpoſe. Ceaſe to cont nd, 
Are ye not princes, friends, and fellow-ſoldiers ? 
Have 442 nat © Oy fought both in one ee ö 


e 


wr e nigitte H 


14 
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EDGAR. 
Faireſt of women, I conjure thee ceaſe ! 
Permit me, or in conqueſt or in death, 
To prove myſelf deſerving thy eſteem, 
| Osnxic. 

This moment let us prove our rival might 
I do acknowledge, in the field of glory, 
Thou haſt approv'd thyſelf a valiant knight. 
Now draw the ſhining falchion from thy ſide, 
And let ſuperior proweſs win the day. þ 

ConDELia. 
Stop I conjure thee! [to Edgar) Hold thy deſp'rate 

hand! to ric). 
_ _ SEGBERT, 

Hold valiant chiefs; reſtrain your kindling rage. 
The laws of chivalry muſt be obſerv'd. 
Defer the combat to a future day. 
I will appoint the liſts, and mark with care, 
That every knightly rite be well obſerv'd. 
Each combatant alike is dear to me; 
Nor either ſhall of partial voice complain ; 
Therefore Prince Edgar leave us, well aſſur d 
An early day ſhall be determin'd on, 
When, in the preſence of the court and kingdom, 
Thou honourably may'ſt evince thy prowels. 

Ep AR. 180 
I doubt not of your gracious promiſes, 
And therefore yield myſelf to your diſpoſal. 

SCENE 


15 ener A; 


SCENE III. 

| 2 5 1 
SEGBERT, Os Ric, CorDELIla, Os wal p, 

Lords, Sc. 


CORDELIA, 
Low on my knees, — dear and gratious ſove- 
reign, | 
Do I intreat you to forbid the combat! 
nr | 
What doſt thou 1 Theſe are affairs, Cordelia, 
In which a woman hath no ſkill or judgment. 
The laws of honour are too rude and harſh 
© To bend to the cold fears of female ſoftneſs. 
Nor ſuits it well, my child, with modeſty, 
And chaſte reſerve, its brighteſt ornament, 
To ſhow ſo much alarm and perturbation 
About the actions and concerns of men. 
Therefore retire, and leave theſe rude affairs 
To thoſe whoſe minds are ſuited to their natures. 


.,CORDELIA. 
And can 1 then be ſtill and unconcern d, 7 
When the dear ſafety of a much-lov'd father 1 
Is caſt into the hazard ? Well ye know f 
How many dangerous, diſcontented men, 
Full of dark perfidy, lurk in the ſtate, _ 
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And watch but for a weak, unguarded moment, 
To change and overturn the government. 

And ſhall the gallant chiefs upon whoſe valour 

It reſts ſecure of peace and deathleſs glory; 

Say, will they join the numerous foes of Segbert, 
And waſte that blood in fierce and uſeleſs combat, 
Which only ſhould be ſhed in his defence. 


SEGBERT. 
Cordelia, well thou know'ſt how much I love thee j 
How much I hold thy welfare, peace and honour, 
Above my own. Therefore my child retire. 
Rely upon my care, both to ſecure 
My perſonal ſafety and my kingdom's glory. 
Let not ſuch rude and manly cares diſturb 
Thoſe gentle ftudies which ſo well agree 
With female elegance; which catch the ſoul, 
And render.woman the delight of man, | 
The hero's glory and his beſt reward. 
Such ſhalt thou be. Inquire no further now, 
But hold thyſelf in readineſs to prove, 
By prompt obedience and unqueſtioning duty 
That thou deſerv'ſt my care and tenderneſs. 


Reply not. We would now be unattended. {To the 
Lords ). 


C SCENE 


. 22 
* 
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SCENE Iv. 


 Szczzrr, Osric. 


* 


Os Ric. 
Now, Segbert, can't chou longer doubt the truth 
Of what I have ſo often pointed out? 
Dian thou obſerve thy dauginer's agitation ? 
SEGBERT. 
I did. 1tis too plain. She loves the traitor? 
Osgic. 
Have I not often warn'd thee of his arts? 
SEGBERT. 


I have been groſsly blinded and deceiv'd. 
Knowing how much the female heart is ſway'd 
By ſounding titles and defir'd command. 

I could not fear ſhe would deſcend to favor 


A thrifileſs vaſſal, hanging on my bounty | 


Een for the means of life; nay life itſelf, 

Which by a word I may deprive him of. 
Os RIc. 

And muſt I then reſign the bright reward 

For which I conquer d, and with arm of tee} | 


Fi d thy firm throne upon a ſteady baſe, 


And Icatter'd all thy boaſtful enemies 7 


SEGBERT: 


411 of 9s 30-d - 


SEGBERT. 
Did 1 Segbert ever pledge his royal word 
And cheat th' expectant of the promis'd boon ? 
Doubt not but I poſſeſs authority 
To bend my daughter's will to my reſolve. 
This youthful paſſion 1s but the effe& 
Of changeful fancy, which mature reflection 
Will quickly baniſh from her ſoul for ever: 


Oskic. 
As well thou may'ſt expect the paſſing winds 
To yield obedience to thy kingly mandate, 
As that the force of ſtrong and youthful ** 
May be abated by cold, feeble reaſon. 
If it were ſo, ſhould I not ſcorn a bride; 
Tho! ne'er ſo lovely, noble and accompliſh'd, 
Who hath beſtow'd that heart upon another 
For which I figh in vain. 


MM SEGBERT. 
She ſhall be thine! 
Well haſt thou won her in the field of glory, 
Nor ſhall another gain the rich reward 
For which thou haſt ſo nobly toil'd and bled. 


- -._. OsRIC, 
This moment be thy promiſe then fulfill d. 


This very day let me eſpouſe the princeſs ; 
C2 


'% 
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So ſhall my hated rival have no leiſure 
To plot the interruption of my joys. 
 SEGBERT. 
It cannot be. It will be much too _—_ 


OsR1c. 
By heaven it ſhall ! It cannot be too ſudden f 
She mult be hurried into prompt obedience ; 
No time allow'd for choice, or female niceneſs. 


| SECBERT. 
Were it not better to defer thy nuptials, 
Till che appointed combat with young Edgar 
Be, as I doubt not, honourably paſſed? 


© O8RIC. 3 
Uasstaig n the fate of changeful war. 
The conqueror oft before the vanquiſh'd flies, 
And to the weak, the fearleſs hero yields. 
I will not truſt my moſt defir'd revenge 
To ſuch a diſtant and uncertain hazard. | 
Segbert thou know'ſt to what a ſudden tate 
Of fearful danger thou waſt late reduc'd. 
Thy ſubjects, diſaffected to thy perſon, 
Refus'd to march again revolted Deria, 
Whoſe warlike ſons had penetrated far, 
E'en to the very heart of frighted Mercia. 
The few who did reſort unto thy ſtandard | 
Came out of love to thy worſt enemy, 
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Who doubtleſs watches but his firſt advantage 
To throw aſide the maſk of ſeeming duty, 
And prove himſelf the boldeſt of thy foes. 


SEGBERT. 
Oſric, 1 grant it is to thee I owe 
My crown, my honour, my repoſe and life, 


Os RIC. 
Then hear me, Segbert; mark me while I ſpeak. 
As the reward of all my ſervices, 
Of my paſs'd toils and future fure protection, 
I aſk thy lovely daughter for my wite. 
Let me not hear of flow procraſtination, 
My love nor my revenge will brook delay. 
This day, this very hour ſhe muſt be mine ! 
So ſhall I wring and torture Edgar's heart 
Before my falchion finds its way to it. 
If thou refuſe my fair and juſt demand, 
Heed the dark cloud in which the thunder ſleeps, 
And tremble, leſt awak'd by injuries, 
It burſt in fatal ruin o'er thy head. 


SEGBERT. 
Have I not given the promiſe of a king? 
And doſt thou think I would at all revoke it? 
Since then thy ardent paſſion brooks fo ill 
The cold delays of regal form and ſtate, 
This hour ſhall give my daughter to thy arms; ' 
C 3 And 
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And prince, however high thy qualities, 
She is a prize deſerving thy ambition. 
Then hence; with inſtant ſpeed prepare thy train; 
T go to iſſue forth ſuch ſudden orders 

As the ſhort ſpace of time will belt allow, 


— 


— —-— 


= 


ſb 
2» — 


NE .: 


Osx1c. 
The ſhorteſt preparation ſhall ſuffice ; 
Waſte not a thought on dull and uſeleſs ſtate. 
Fly! fly ye minutes! like my wiſhes fly! 


Love and revenge demand your ſwifteſt ſpeed! 


Sweet is the joy that ſudden fires the ſoul, 
While lingering expectation kills delight. 


g 
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, ACT IK 
SCENE I. 


Oswarp, KiNnate 


8 KrNRPED. 
O plat is lay d. and ripe for execution. 
Nothing is wanting but the prince's preſence 
To give it life, | | 
OSWALD. - 


He will de here with ſpeed. . | 
Yet much I fear his heart is ſo-polleG'd | 
By the cloſe thraHom of entangling love, 
Not his own danger, or thy firong perſuaſion, 
Can force the voluntary ſlave to quit 
The ſweet captivity himſelf bath-choſen. 
The combat too, in which he bath. engag d 
Jo meet fierce Offic, occupies. his ſoul. 
— KiNREBD. 
I ſhould reoice to ſee this bald oppreſſor 
Stooping beneath the conquering arms of Edgar. 
___ Ogwarzp. 
Doubt not but he ſhall meet a brave oppoſer. 


Krx ap. 


KENRED. 
This day muſt end the conteſt, and declare 
If brutal force, or manly ſtrength and courage, 
Aided by ſacred juſtice, beſt ſucceed, 


ru. 


EDGAR, OSWALD, KEN RED. 


EDGAR. > 
Now Oſwald, what is this affair of moment 
In which my honour is ſo near concern'd ? 


KENRED. | 
Behold, brave prince, thy father's ancient friend ; 
Perchance thou may ſt have heard the name of Kenred, 


_ — 


| EDGAR. * «+ 
Art thou that Kenred who, as I have heard, 
Gain'd ſo much glory in the Kentiſh war, | 
Under the auſpices of my braye fire ? © ga 


KENRED. 
I am ts ſame, that old and faithful ſoldier { 
Who oft, in many a bold and hardy conteſt, 
Have trac'd the footſteps of thy godlike father, 
Have ſeen his keen and well - directed ſpear | 
- -Drench'd in the blood of his fierce enemies. 


"A Hnr., 


I too was preſent on that fatal day, 
When crown'd with glory and refiſtleſs might, 
He led his brave, but far unequal numbers, 
Againſt the forces of invading Segbert. 
That day had crown'd his arms with victory; 
Had freed his country from impending ruin ; 
But in the very moment of ſucceſs, 
When the preſs'd Mercians, with diſmay and rout, 
Confus'd and terrified, prepar'd for flight, 
A fatal ſpear, too well diretted, came, 
And drench'd its thirſty and envenom'd point, 
E'en in his mighty heart. 
EDGAR. 

| Accurſed deed! / 

Didſt thou behold thy gallant leader fall? 


KENRED. * | 
I did; and in theſe outſtretch'd arms receiv d 
His facred perſon. With a dying graſp, 
He ſeiz d my trembling hand, and indiſtinkt, 
With quiv'ring lip and fault'ring voice pronounc'd, 
Alas! my n ſon, and bleeding country!“ 
EDGAR. 


Unhappy! glorious! much-lamented fahert 
Why is thy ſon forbid t' avenge thy death ! 


KEN RED. 
What can forbid a brave and duteous ſon 


T' avenge the death of a much injur'd father ? 
| EDGar. 
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| EDGAR. 
Would'f thou adviſe me to contend with weakneſs? 
To prove my might againſt an aged monarch, 
Who ſpar'd me when in helpleſs miancy 
F was an wholly to his power ? 
| Krenz. 
His e was the effect of fear; 
And welt he knew a diſtant time might ſerve 
| Fo take thy life, ſhould i it prove dangerous. 
"Tis plain that mercy never ſway'd his breaſt, 
Elſe had*not many a brave and loyal chief 
Suffer'd the tortures of a lingering death, 
= Depriv'd of common air and eommon light, 
= And chain'd with gallingand unworthy fetters, 
1 To the dark center of a loathſome dungeon; 
| Or to the high-erefted ſcaffold dragg d. 
There made a publick ſpectacle andſhow 
To the baſe, giddy, and inſulting vulgar.” 
Thoſe nervous arms, which wont ſo oft to wi 
The glitt; ring falchion in the field of fight, 
Ignobly tortur'd with the villain cord, 
And like the nightly ruffian or aſſaſſin, 
Dehver'd to the hard, unfeeling hands 


Of public ignominious execution. 


| EDGAR. 
human tyrant! III requited heroes! 


2 


2 


KENRED, 
Oh Edgar! if an injur'd father's fate, 
Thy own but half-diſguis'd captivity ; 
The loſs of greatneſs ; of a ſplendid throne 
Detain'd from, thee, its juſt inheritor ; _ 
If wrongs like theſe can fail to rouſe thy ſoul, 
Behold thy bleeding country kneels before thee, 
Behold her lift the ſupplicating hand, 
And raiſe to thee her grief dejefted eye. 


| EDGAR. 
Kenred, I would not have thee think me dead 
To filial duty, or warm indignation 

*Gainſt the oppreſſors of my injur'd country. 
No! When 1 hear the tale of her diſtreſs, 

My ſwelling heart beats high within my breaſt; 
Scarce can my ſoul reſtrain its ſtrong reſentment, | 
Een. in the preſence of her conquerer. 


KEN RED. 
And ſhall not then the ſon of Ethelbert, | 
When ſtung with cruel tortures, dare complain? 
Muſt he remain in ſilent acquieſcence, 
And while he keenly feels the recent ſmart, 
Kiſs the baſe hand that holds th' inflictive ſcourge ? 


EDG AR, | 
Thou know'ſt not in what fetters I am bound. 
Watch'd and obſerv'd by Segbert's ſecret ſpies, 


My words, my very looks commented on. 


KENRED. 
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KENRED, 
And wilt thou ſtill endure ſo baſe a ſtate ? 
Say, can the ſon of Ethelbert prefer 
To be the mean dependant of a tyrant, 
To ſmile, and crouch and tremble when he frowns ; 
Can he prefer a ftate ſo vile and abject 
, To the bright blazing of the patriot flame ; 
ll The conſcious virtue and unſullied glory 
| Of the true hero who preſerves his country? 


9 EDGAR, 
Kenred, the day ſhall come, and ſhortly too, 
When injur'd Kent ſhall have her wrongs redreſs'd, 
Or Edgar's arm no longer lift the ſpear. 
Thou know'ſt the challenge which hath lately paſs'd 
Between myſelf and bold Bernicia's prince. 
Should favoring heav'n aſſiſt my righteous cauſe, 
And give fierce Olric to my conquering ſword, 
I know I have a party ſtrong enough | 
To force the king to do me ample juſtice, 
Without the further waſte of precious blood. 
KENRED. . 
And wilt thou truſt thy country's peace and honour, 
Thy juſt revenge for all her trampled rights; 
For all the oft-repeated injuries f 
She hath endur'd, to fuch a dubious iffue ? * 
Think not we doubt thy honour, ſtrength or courage; 
| 1 No, 


No, tis to theſe we look, on theſe depend 
For preſent freedom and for future glory; 

For know, that on this very day aſſemble 

Ten- thouſand of thy faithful, warlike ſubjects, 
All arm'd and ready for the fierce attack. 

Lead them, brave Edgar, to the palace gate; 
There make thy juſt demand, nor fear denial! 
Should Oſric dare t' oppole thy ready entrance, 
He ſhall not meet a weak, irregular foe, 

Half vanquiſh'd by the want of dicipline ; 

But deſperate men, immoveably reſoly'd ! 

Bent to throw off the load of tyranny 

They have ſo long reluctantly endur'd, 

Or die with glory in the great attempt. 


= 


EDGAR. 
Why was I not more early advertiz'd d 
Of this their bold reſolve? 


KENRED- 

"Twas ſo deſign'd. 
But on the borders, as alone I trayel'd, 
A band of Derians, who had fled befare 
The hot purſuit of Oſric's ſavage troops, 
Found, and detain'd me as their priſoner. 
Three days they held me in impatient durance, 
But on the fourth, being inform'd I came 
To raiſe commotions, which perchance might end 
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In full redreſs of all their grievances, 
They bad me ſpeed my way ; regretting much 
The hindrance they had been to my affairs: 
___ Epcar: 
It was . a fatal hindrance, 
Which hath ſo broke into this well-laid plot, 
It cannot now be brought to execution. 
Thou know'ſt the faith that I have given to Ofie. 


KENRED. 
And wilt thou hold ſo ftrifta haſty promiſe, | 
Plighted to thy inveterate enemy, 
And diſappoint, deftroy thy loyal ſubjects, 
Who at extremeſt hazard have combin'd, | 
To free themſelves and thee from his oppreſſion. 
What ſhall I ſay when, arm'd and warm for glory, 
They look impatient for their native prince 
To lead them to revenge and liberty 7 
Coldly inform them that he will not come ? 
That he abandons, leaves them to their fate. 


EDGAR: 


The promiſe of a prince ſhould ftill be ſacred, 


Tho! plighted to his moſt inveterate foe. 
But urge me not, for I have ſtronger reaſons 
Forbidding me, with violence and tumult, 
To n my 9 82 and due inheritance. 


Kine. 


KENRED. | 
A, Prince! Theſe reaſons are too plainly obvious | 
Some ſoft ning paſſion hangs about thy heart, 
And robs thee of thy manhood, firength and glory. 
Go, wretched Kent, weep thy increaſing woes! 
And thou, harſh tyrant, double thy oppreflions! 
Trample her laws, exhauſt her rich domains, 
And when no more remains to be deſpoil'd, 
Torture and ſcourge her helpleſs citizens. 
Fear not reſiſtance, fince her native prince, 
Her natural chief, avenger, and protector, 
Looks careleſs on, nor feels for her diſtreſs. 


| EDGAR. reh 
Kenred, thou wrong ſt me much ! By heaven I ſwear 
Unhappy Kent feels not a ſingle pang, 
That does not like a barbed arrow pierce 
And wound my tortur'd ſoul with pointed anguiſh. 
For thy ſuſpicion, I confeſs it juſt. 
I would not from thy friendly eye conceal 
The faultieſt weakneſs of my inmoſt ſoul; 
But that I love is my beſt boaſt and pride 
A ſecret treaſure of exhauſtleſs bliſs, 
Which forms a balance in my anxious heart 
To all the load of woes that would opprefs 


Its riling hopes, and render being irkſome. 


KENRED. 


r 


KENRE PD. 


1s it a time to fink in ſoftening bliſs, 


When duty calls thee to the glorious dangers, 
The ſteepy paths of patriotic virtue? | 
Kings were not made to gratify themſelves ; 
Their delegated power is but a truſt, 

A ſacred truſt, which if diſcharg'd aright, 

Shall on their heads, place an eternal crown 

Of ever-fading joy. But if abus d, 

Superior infamy ſhall load their names; 


And at the gate of heaven they ſhall abide 


The moſt unanſwerable, heavy charge, 
Which thouſands, render'd wretched by their crimes, 
In terrible arrangement ſhall ſet torth, 


EDGAR. 
Are private virtues unbecoming kings? 
Muſt they, when call'd on by the public voice, 
Break ſolemn oaths, made in the face of heaven? 
Or can they in a moment tear aſunder 
Thoſe ſacred bonds of heart-ennobling union, 
Which binding mind to mind, and faith to faith, 
Give to the ſenſible, expanded heart, | 


A foretaſte of that perfect happineſs 


Which only perfect virtuè can obtain. | : 


_OgwaLD. | 
Think not a | generous, firm, and well-plac'd lt. 


Can e er debaſe the heart that entertains it. 


No, 


A TRAGEDY: 


No, it ennobles, elevates; expands, 
And renders every virtue it contains 
More active, ſtrong and ſplendid; 
Nor can I blame the prince's youthful ardout; 
None ever gaz'd upon the royal maid 
Who did not feel the force of perfect beauty; 
A force which not the mail encompaſs d hero, 
With all his boaſted proweſs can reſiſt. | 
REN RED. 

I know report is wanton in her praiſe; 
Aſcribing to her all thoſe rare perfections, 
With which, to lure and charm the youthful fancy, 
Inventive poets dreſs their fabled queens. 
But prince, this is no time for youthful fancies ; 
Within an hour the chiefs of Kent aſſemble. 
Say wilt thou lead them on, and reap the laurels 
Which tempting hang within thy eaſy graſp ; 
Or wilt thou ſtand an unconcern'd ſpectator 
Of their triumphant vi&'ry or deſtruction, 

| | OsWALD; | 
Be well afſur'd thy own ſhall follow their's. 
E'en now thy life hangs on a ſingle thread, 
Which the firſt airy breath of ſlight ſuſpicion 
Shall part in ſunder.- Be afſuredI ſpeak 
From certain knowledge, and not light conjecture. 
Segbert will very ſhortly give his daughter 


- 


In 
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In marriage tothe Prince. Should ſhe refuſe, - 

Nay heſitate to yield her full conſent, 

It is reſolv'd that Tudden, ſecret death 

Shall free thy rival from thy hated preſence; 
Of this the King himſelf was my informer. 
The combat will, I doubt not, be deferr d, 
Until the nuptials ſhall be ſolemniz d. 


EDGAR. 
Within an hour I'll meet my gallant friends! 
Go tell them that their prince will ſhare their fortunes, . 
Wil ol or conquer with them. | 


| KENRED. 
Fi A Well reſolv'd! 
There ſpake the ſon of mighty Ethelbert! 
I haſte to bid the ſons of Kent rejoice, 
To tell _— that their woes are at an end. 


EO AR. 

Yet ere thou go'ſt hear me explain the 40 
Which hath ſo long detain'd me unreſolv'd. 
This lovely princeſs, this accompliſh'd fair; 
This glory of the Mercians, is my wm 


"KENRE D. 
Thy wife! how could thy nuptials be conceal'd? 


Epe. 
Ye Wale, when in my weak and helpleſs years 
I was deliver'd into _— s bands, 
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The Queen receiv'd' me to her tender care. 
She ſuccour'd, lov'd, adopted me her own, 
And with her infant daughter tended me, 

As tho' I had indeed been heir to Mercia. 
One cradle held us, and one breaſt ſupplyd 
The neceſſary aliment of life. 

As we advanc'd in opening ſenſe and thought, 
Our pleaſures, wiſhes, and purſuits of knowledge, 
Our early hopes and fears, were ſtill the ſame. 

One taſte, one diſpoſition form'd our ſouls 
Uniting them too cloſe for ſeparation. £ 
ThBgen'rous Queen oblerv'd our growing, paſſ on, 
Watch'd its increaſe, nor check'd its cn dawn; 
But when arriv'd at full maturity, ˖ 

Reſolv'd to give it legal right and ſanQion. 

She knew it vain. to hope the King's allent, 

And therefore in the preſence of a few, 

Her moſt approv'd and truſted favorites, 

She gave her lov'd Cordelia to my arms. 

But ere ſhe made th ineſtimable preſent, 

Will'd me to ſwear, before recording heaven, 

That I would ne'er diſturb her huſband' 8 reign, 
Wich claim of what ſhe knew my natural right, _.. 
Unleſs my life ſhould ſtand in certain danger. - 
Seven months, with {till increaſing joy and fondneſs, 
Have I poſſeſs'd my dear, my heavenly bride; 


But ſudden death robb d us of our protefarels, 
D 2 Since 
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Since which ſad day, only by ſecret ſtealth 


hold ſhort oo erſe with my lov'd Cordelia, 


Save when reſtrain'd by Segbert's watchful eye, 
Who hath, of late, obſerv'd us narrowly, 
And, as appears, ſuſpetts our ſecret paſſion. 
KENRED. 
Well doſt thou Rand acquitted of thy oath 
Made to the Queen. This moment does thy life 
Stand on the verge of the extremeſt peril. 
Within an hour the chiefs of Kent aſſemble, 


Attended by the very prime and flower 


Of all their vigorous, bold and hardy youth. 
So vaſt a body cannot lie conceal'd, 


Tho' train'd t aſſemble without noiſe or tumult. 


No ſooner ſhall ſuſpicious Segbert know 
That ſuch an enemy invades his realm, 
Then conſcious guilt, the tyrant's painful gueſt, 


| Shall point thee out the ſecret, bold inciter; 


And well his jealous rage ſhall claim thy life, 

The ſacrifice to his unprov'd ſuſpicion. 
Epox. 

I fee it plain, nor will I wait the danger. 

Nor ſhall my promiſe to bold Ofric fail; 

Still will I meet him on the liſted plain, 

And hand to hand diſpute the prize of glory. 


I truſt, my friends, ye will not count it weakneſs, 


I cannot leave the palace ere I ſtrive 


To 
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To arm the boſom of my dear Cordelia 
Againſt the fearful ſhock that muſt affail it, 
If unprepar' for this our enterprize. . 
Nor need ye fear the ſafety of your ſecret ; 
Not Roman Portia e er poſſeſs'd a ſoul | 
Replete with brighter, or with ſteadier virtue. 
This neceſfary duiy firſt diſcharg d. 
Expett me at the hour ye have appointed. 
| KRENRED. 
Behind the weſtern tower, where many a chieftain 
Hath groan' d out life in hard captivity, 
There ſecretly our martial band afſemble. 
A band of heroes, in whoſe free-born ſouls 
Firm loyalty and glorious thirſt of vengeance, 
Light ſuch an equal, ſtrong and vivid flame, 
That not a heart but pants to meet the foe; 
And not a life but freely ſhall he ſpent 
For thy defence, EI mn 
EDGAR. 
Let liberty and honour be the word! 7 
Farewell, ee 
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:CormEL ra; eee 


Alas, the combat will be moſt unequal! .. 8 


Olric was form'd for rough and hardy deeds, 
His giant ebe his ſavage diſpoſition, 
Long exercis'd in ſcenes of cruelty, 
Make him delight i in war and devaſtation. 
Stranger to all that ſooths and charms the ſoul, . 
To all thoſe amiable domeſtic graces, _ 
That harmony and ſweet accord of minds 
Which meeting blend into a perfect union, 
And give to poliſh! d life , its higheſt charm, . 

591 Marlin. 11 7b vols a 
His haughty boaſts and arrogance of ſoul E 
Give not his lifted, ſword a keener edge 
Nor can his ſavage t threats and fierce deportment 
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| Fright the firm courage of your valiant Lord. 


CORDELIA. 


Think not! doubt my Edgar's ſteady courage. 
I know his generous ſoul is warm for glory, 
And that when injur'd honour draws his Word, 


Hepypuld+n iis defence engage an hoſt, 


„ 
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But ah! 1 dread the giant firength of Oſric. ue 
I tremble when I view his finewy arm, 9 1 
Whoſe ponderons weight, impelld by \ -engeful hate, q 
Muſt deal ſure death, nor need a ſecond blow, 3s 
Marixpa. | 
Why thus i ingenious to torment thy foul, 
Still wilt thou ſeek for images of woe? oe | 
Ah rather give the reins to chearful hope. = Wy 
Is not thy Edgar young and full of ſtrengtd, 
Well taught and practiced in the warrior s art? > 
And what he wants in groſs, unwieldy firength 
Is well ſupplied in light wes | 


| Conperta. 

And doſt thou then delieve that he will conquer? 
Ah dear Matilda make me think fotoo!? 
Give me thy hope, let it ſupport my foul, 

Which finks beneath the weight of apprehenſion. 
Yet why ſhould I not hope? Why ſhould I doubt ? 
Hath he not often led the troops of Mercia? 

And hath he nat acquir'd immortal glory 
In many a hardy and unequal conteſt ? ©} 
Doſt thou remember in the tangled foreſt 

With dart and ſpear we rous'd the furious boar ꝰ 
Proud to be foremoſt in the dangerous chaſe, "Y 
Pleas'd with the plaudits of a flattering court, jo 
Who hail'd'me the Diana of the day; ; 
With vent'rous arm I rais'd my pointed ſpear, 
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And pierc d, with ſudden wound, his briſtly ſide. 
Furious with pain and vengeful force he turn d, 
Directing full at me his horrid tuſks. 


Then had 1 fal'n an unreſiſting prev 
To the enrag'd and blood-disfigur'd ſavage; 


But in the moment he prepar d to ſeize me, 


Did gallant Edgar ruſh to my defence; 
And fearleſs of the near approaching danger, 
Plung'd his keen falchion i in the monſter's heart. 


MATILDA. 
Such, and ſo ſure ſhall be the fate of Oiric. 


Co RDELIA. 
Oh be thy words prophetic | ſacred powers! 
All gracious heaven preſerve my huſband's life! 
Guard him with thy impenetrable ſhield, 
And give his lifted a arm a force invincible! 


— 


"YL — 4 


— — e — 
is 


ig) wh 4. 


SCENE IV. 950 


CoRDELIA, MATILDA, SEWARD, 


Swan D. 
Permit thy old preceptor to intrude 
Upon thy deep, thy too much cheriſh d forrow, 
With all the anxious fondneſs of a parent, 
Fain would he ſooth and reaſon with thy fears, 
CORDELIA, 
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CORDELIA. 
Good Seward, would'it thou bring me conſolation, 
Say when ſhall I again behold my Edgar ? 
Ah if he lov'd but half ſo well as I, 
He would not thus delay to viſit me. 
Then would he know the painful, anxious fears, 
The apprehenſive doubts and fond diſtraftion 
Which ſeize alternate my afflicted heart. 
Would he not fly to calm and ſooth my anguiſh? * 
To eaſe my ſoul of the oppreſſive load, 
Which nothing but his preſence can remove. 

SEW ARD. 

Seek not imaginary cauſe of pain. 
His love is warm, and conſtant as thy Own. 
Affairs of utmoſt moment have detain'd him. 


conpELIX. b 
Ah Seward! What affairs ſhould ſtay my Edgar 
When he ſhould haſten to his ſad Cordelia? 
Alas, he knows I have no other comfort ; 
That i in his preſence I rejoice and ſmile; 
But abſent from his ſight, in ſad dejettion 
And melancholy ſighs I paſs the day, 


MATILDA. . | | 

Too well the prince is read in love's ſoft legend 
To need it's charafters to be deſcrib'd. 
But lee he comes, 


„ 4 ww 


CoORDELIA. 
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 ConDELIA. 
And in a moment anſwers 


Te heavy e Cordelia brings * him, 


— 


— 


3 


SCENE V. 


2 


: Epo an, 
8 . 
| CorDELita. 
Recal fo cold a name, 
Say rather thy Cordelia, or thy wife. 
Theſe are the titles that I joy to hear. | 
Ot: that I could before the world receive hom, 
And rr my love, my bord, PPP apt „ 


4 E pGAR. 
Thus let me fold thee to my raptur'd heart, 


Eocan, 8 Conpriia, MATILDA, - 


My love, my me, my wife, my dear Cordeliat 


1618. ConbzIIA. 
Is it not very —4 ſince I haye ſeen thee 'P 
Or is it only love which deems, it ſo ? 


root; 11.8 EDGAR.» ap deb Roe, 
Zach W 1s long d a not ſpent with 180 
How tedious then muſt three whole. days 10 88 7 


1400 


And 
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And juſt ſo long it is ſince we convers'd 
| Free from th' obſervance of the publick eye. 
(768 _ © "CORDELIA. | 

Ah! Edgar, ſhould that dreadful hour arrive 
When I ſhall ſee and talk with thee no more! 
No more ſhall hang upon'this faithful breaſt, 
And there depoſite every hope and fear 
That ſooths or agitates my anxious heart. 

| EDGAR. 
Let better hope aſſure thy doubting mind; 
Heaven, for thy ſake, will guard thy Edgar's ſafety. | 
My ſoul admits not e'en a thought of fear, 
Aſſur'd it ſtill ſhall aid the righteous cauſe. - 
PI I meet my bold, inſulting foe. 

e £6 /19 e. 

Oh may thy weapon take unerring aim; 
And every blow infli& a mortal wound! ' 0 1 
Edgar, I was not wont to be fo blobd : 5 
But when thy precious life is in the hazard, | 
All ſenſe of pity ſinks in fear and terror. 

200150297 Nite Bae Un blucn 44 a 10 
I know thy gentle ſoul vill ſuffer much. 
Oh! that I could endure thoſe cruel panggss 
Which WP muſt afflict chy tender ! 


Con DELIA. 


Shortly Then is Ge u already fred ? [0 | 
EAR. 
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EDGAR, 
The day, the very moment is appointed | | 
Which muſt give Edgar, free and crown'd with glory, 
Jo his Cordelia and his native country; 
Or cruſh'd beneath the conquering arms of Ofric, 
Lay him on honour's cold, but laurel bed. 
| CORDELIA. 
What doft thou mean by freedom and thy country 
Alas thy conqueſt o er Bernicia's prince 
Can bring thee only empty fame and glory. 
Thou know'lt thy promiſe to our tender parent. 
EDGAR. 
I well remember, and have ever kept 
My promiſe to the Iven moſt dear and facred 3 
And thou can'f witneſs, for thou oft haſt ſeen, 
With what inforced patience I have borne. 
The many inſults, outrages and wrewgs, 
Offered by proud and lawleſs tyranny, | 
Jo my oppreſs d and deeply groaning country. 
ConbzLIA. 5 
Ot that we could redreſs their ery gm 
| | EDGAR. | | wy 
The time, my Re” is come I niſi en 


Impatient Kent no longer will endure- 
The ſervile yoke. On freedom bent, to * 


9 9888 by victory or e death, ., 


Tem 
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Ten thouſand of her hardy, warlike ſons 
This hour aflemble ; led by veteran chiefs, 
Many of whom have liv'd in baniſhment, 
Since the ill · fated day which gave their country 
And rich poſſeſſions into Segbert's hands; 
But now retarn'd, full of their wonted fire, 
And warm for vengeance, loud they call on me 
To yield hem full redreſs of all their wrongs; 
And by one greatly bold, ſucceſsful ſtruggle, 
Give them to paſs the remnant of their days, 
With peace and glory, in their native land. 

_ ConveLia. 
And wilt thou then take arms againſt my father? 
And break the ſacred oath which thou haſt taken? 


EDGAR. 
Thou doſt not ſee the peril of my ſtate, 
Should I neglett my ſafety but an hour, 
The moment to inſure it would be loſt ; 
Nay worſe, far worſe! Thou would'|t be loſt for ever? 
It is reſolv'd ſhortly to give thy hand 
As the reward of Ofric's ſervices; 
And ſhould'ſt thou heſitate to yield obedience, 
My death muſt be the certain conſequence. 
Without my previous knowledge or conſent 
The chiefs of Kent concerted their bold plan; 
Not doubting but the ſon of Ethelbert 


Would 
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Would meet, with ready aid and full concurrence, 

A plot, whole firſt great object was to place 

And fix him firmly on his rightful throne. 

Thus every way thou ſee'ſt my life is threaten'd ; 

For ſhould I diſappoint their confidence, | 

Forfeit my honour, and thoſe future n 

Of happy days I long have entertain d. 

And like a mean and moſt unworthy a. 

Leave them to ſtruggle gainſt unequal numbers, 

Without the aid and preſence of their prince. ? 

Would it avail to ſave my recreant head ? 

No! With deſerv'd difgrace and miſery, 

Curs d by my country, by the world deſpis'd, 

But moſt abhor d, deteſted by myſelf, 

My wretched life would fall a certain prey | 

To the alarm'd ſuſpicions of thy father. 

And could Cordelia bear to ſee her Edgar 

'Expire beneath the laſh of infamy ? 4 

Ah! rather bid him face ten thouſand dangers! nn 

And greatly falling in the field of glory, 

Die with a name unſullied by diſhonour. 
CoORDELIA. 

And muſt I live to ſee this dreadful conteſt ?. 

Muſt I behold the ſword of war unſheath'd 

Between, ALT a father and a a huſband? 1 | 


EDGaR. | 161 


The wc of hum hs gave Cordelia „ | 
3 Shall 
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Shall ſtill be ſacred. Nor by Edgar's means, 23 
E'er ſhall his honour ſuffer diminution. 
My ſafety, and my rightful heritage; 
And thee my wife, dearer to my fond heart 
Than glory, life or regal dignity, | 
Are the full aim of my confin'd ambition; 
Nor ſhall the dazzling glitter of ſucceſs 
Tempt me to with for more. So aid me heaven! 
ConDEL1A. | 
Oh! righteous powers, defenders of the juft, 
Look down, and with preſerving goodneſs guard 
My much lov'd lord from every threatening danger! 
With your own ſhields protect his fearleſs breaſt, 
And turn each adverſe weapon far away! 
Fp AR. : 
Thy prayers, ſweet ſaint! Sacred, angelic guard! 
Shall better than the caſque or plated mail 
Protect thy Edgar from approaching danger. 
But oh! how fleet the moments paſs away ! 
They fly, nor wait the ſoft demands of love, 
Which would extend and lengthen them to hours. 


CORDELIA. 
Oh rather ſay, to days, to months and years! 
Do not already talk of leaving me! | 
Did'ſt thou not ſay it was, at leaſt, an hour 


Before thy followers would be aſſembled? 
EDpGas, 
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| Eno An- 
I did. But ere that time I muſt impart 
My ſecret movements to ſome truſted friends, 
Whoſe courage and approv'd integrity 

Will be of much advantage to my cauſe. 

Nor muſt I long continue in the palace, 

Leſt Segbert's ſpies, who lurk on every ſide 

Should gain intelligence of our deſigns. 
Then fare-thee-well, thou deareſt! faireſt ! beſit 
1 Oh bear this tryal with firm fortitude! 
1 Let chearful hope ſupport thy ſinking ſoul, 
1 And paint thy faithful Edgar quick returning. 
A conquering hero, and a tender lover. 


— 
— — a er ne COS 
—— —ne nm on — 
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CORDELItA. 

Oh! ſhining moment, quickly, quickly come! 

| But do not leave me! Stay a little longer! | 
1 | * theſe eyes ſhall ne'er behold thee more. 
Ep. 1 
1 My longer ſtay but adds to thy diſtreſs. 

One dear embrace! 

| CorDELIA. 

1 | Ohl! ſlay! Thou ſhalt 8 
lhave a thouſand, thouſand things to ſay, 

| 0 thou wilt leave me ere I recolle& them. 


5 Ep AR. 
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What would my love? I will not be in batte. 
Deſtru ction, 
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Deſtruftion, render'd pleaſing by thy preſence, 
Puts off its frightful aſpett, and appears 
With thy inchanting ſmile, What would my love ? 


CORDELIA. 
Deſtruction! Shall I then deſtroy my Edgar ? 
| Oh! leave me, leave me! Do not ſtay to ſpeak! 
Oh let not theſe too fondly circling arms 
Enfold thee to thy ruin. Leave me! leave me! 


___EpGaR. 
Fare-well thou mirror of all excellence! 
When in the field I meet my valiant foe” / 
Thy image ſhall invigorate my ſoul; | 
Shall ſtring my nerves with more than mortal 1 
And render * ng arm invincible. 


Wo. 2 II 


SCENE VI. 


CoRDELIA, MATILDA, SEWARD. 


. CoRDELIA. 
Fare-well! may every bleſling follow thee 
Which heaven in fulleſt bounty can Deneve; 


MATILDA. 
Moſt t earneſily we join thy ardent prayer. 


3 CORDELIA, 
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ConpELIA. 
Ah! Wer ſhall Cordelia ſee thee more! 


| 'SEwARD. 

Ceale lovely mourner to afflict thy ſoul. 
Confide in heaven; its power ſhall guard thy ſteps, 
And ſafe conduct them to the paths of peace. 


CoRDELIA. 
Vainly ye ſtrive to moderate my fears, 
While all I love, my only hope and joy 
Remains ſurrounded by unnumber'd dangers. 
But I'll be calm, and ſtrive to bear my woes 
E'en as he wiſh'd, with reſolute compoſure. 


SEWARD. 
Reſolv'd as well becomes the wife of Edgar. 


 CorDELIA. 
Yes! I will emulate his noble firmneſs! 
Will catch a ray of that divinity 
Which fills and elevates his generous ſoul. | 
Each moment of his abſence ſhall be ſpent 
In ardent prayers for his proſperity ; 
Till gracious heaven, in pity to my anguiſh, 
Reſtore him ſafe to theſe deſiring arms. 


END OF ACT THE SECOND, 


: 
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Err 
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Cordelia's Apartment. 


CORDELIA, MATILDA, SEWARD. 


CorDELI1A. 


O H ! that this melancholy day were paſt, 
That my afflifted ſoul might find relief 

In perfect triumph, or compleat deſpair! 

Suſpence 1s torture inſupportable ! 

And every moment that I feel it's pangs _- 

Appears a lingering age of cruel torment. 


SEWARD. 

Yet arm thy troubled mind with ſteady patience. 
Well it becomes thy character and ſex, | 
Thy high deſcent and regal dignity. 

| . ConDEL1A. 
Vainly I firive to moderate my grief 
With thoughts of glory, dignity and greatneſs; - 
More powerful fear weighs down my ſtruggling heart, 
And while I ftrive to act as ſuits a queen, 
Tells me that I am nothing but a lover, 


E 2 SEWARD 
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3 SEWARD. 
Yet call ſedater reaſon to thy aid ; 
Nor ſuffer this intemperance of ſorrow 
To cloud, with uſeleſs fears, thy weaken'd mind. 


CORDELIA. 
Thy early leſſons taught my opening ſout 
To uſe her reaſoning faculties aright, 
Which elſe indulgent heaven had given in vain ; 

Oh! teach me how to bear theſe torturing fears 
Wich equal mind and philoſophic patience. 
SEWARD. | 

Confide in heaven. Above that vain pretence 

Which teaches the ſufficiency of man, 

Exalted piety ſhall raiſe thy ſoul ; 

And fixing every hope and terror there, 

Calm thy diſtracted mind to reſignation. 


* MATILDA. 
The King approaches. Wipe thoſe falling tears, 
And meet him with a ſmile of chearfulneſs. 


SEWARD. 
Conceal thy ſentiments with cloſeſt caution, 
Tis like he comes prepar'd to queſtion thee, 
To ſearch the inmoſt ſecrets of thy ſoul. 
For oft, of late, I have perceiv'd his looks 
Fraught with ſuſpicion and intent obſervance. 


Remember, 
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Remember, an exalted ſtate like thine, 

Requires the mind prepar'd, the ſteady look, 

Unalter'd cheek, and cautious, quick reply. 
CoRDELIA, 

Alas! My ſoul was never form'd for greatneſs. 

Simple ſincerity, and open frankneſs 

Speak in my features and poſſeſs my thoughts. 

From my apt lips quick flows ingenuous truth, 

But hated fal ſhood faulters on my tongue. 


= — 


— — — 
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SEGBERT, SEWARD, CORDELIA, MATILDA, 


SEGBERT. 

1 come, Cordelia, to prepare thy mind 

For what, I fear, will ſeem a haſty buſineſs. 

But Kings, thou know'ſt, e'en like their meaneſt vaſlals, 

Muſt bide the laws of ſtrong neceſſity; 

Muſt often bend their private hopes and wiſhes 

To its moſt irre ſiſtable controul. | 

Therefore I truſt thou wilt at once ſubmit 

To what thy duty and the ſtate demands. 
CORDELIA. 

What means my father? It hath ever been 

My ſtudy, nay, my pleaſure to obey 

| E 3 'The 
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The ſlighteſt form of his rever'd commands. 
I truſt his love will never taſk my duty 
Beyond its power of prompt and free obedience, 


SEGBERT. 
Small 1s the merit of that acquieſcence 
Which coſts no pain, and therefore claims no praiſe, 


From thee we look for other proofs of duty, 
Endear'd and dignified by higher motives, 


CoRDELIA. 
What can a tender father aſk his child 
With which ſhe ſhall reluctantly comply? 


SEGBERT. 
Hear me, my child. Thou know'ſt how much love thge, 
That ſince the day which gave thee to my hopes, 
I have not ceas'd, by every ſuited means, 
To aggrandize thy ſtate ; ſeeking to place 
Thee foremoſt in the rank of Britiſh ſovereigus, 
But chilling age 1s ſtealing faſt upon me; | 
Nor can I now, as I was wont in youth, 
With active vigour awe my trembling flaves, 
The late rebellion of the Derians 
Obliged me, for aſſiſtance and protection, 
To call great Oſric, bold Bernicia's prince; 
Whoſe conquering arm repell'd th' invading toe, 
And fix'd my throne, when ſhook by open force, 
And ſapp'd by ſecret and domeſtic treaſon. 
Now mark what ſtill more nearly 1 int'reſts thee, 
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As the reward of all his ſervices, 

His paſs'd defence, and future ſure protection, 
He aſks thy hand; demands thee for his queen. 
I haye conſented; and it now remains 

That, with obedient love and ready duty, 
Thou ratify the promiſe I have given. 


CORDELIA, 
Never will I diſpute a father's power _ 
O''er any action, which may be perform'd 
Without th' incurrence of diſgrace or guilt, 


SEGBERT. 

Thou art a queen indeed! Fitted to reign 
O'er all the Britiſh heptarchy united. 
I fear'd thy ſoul had fix'd its weak aſſectiom 
On objects moſt unworthy af thy greatneſs; 
But this thy dutiful and prompt obedience 
Hath reinſtated thee in my eſteem, 
And proves thee worthy of thy high deſcent, 
Thy preſent glory, and thy. future triumphs. 

 ConnELiia. | | 
Oh! that in every action of my life 
J thus could merit a dear father's love. 


SEGBERT, 
Thou ever haſt. Amidſt ambition's tails, 
Still. haſt thou been the pleaſing recreation, 
The ſmiling ſoftener of my weary cares. 
E 4 
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Still ſhalt thou be my chief ſupport and glory, 
The joy and ſolace of declining age. 
| © CoRDELtaA. 


May heaven confirm, and make theſe tender words, 
A happy prophecy of future good! 


SEGBERT. | 

I doubt it not; for thou haſt fill'd my ſoul 
With joy that brings again inſpiring vigour. 
My active ſpirits have thrown off a load 
Of many weighty. and incumbering years, 
And nimbly move about, as they would lead 
The ſprightly dance of youthful jollity. 
Adieu, my child! I go in haſte to bid 
The holy prieſts prepare the ſolemn rites. 
Attire thee quickly as becomes a queen, 
And ſet thy beauty in its fulleſt blaze; 
E'en now enamour'd Oſric waits thy coming, 

And chides the lingering minutes as they paſs, 
| Con bEIIiII. 
My coming! When? Alas, what means my father! 


Sko BERT. 

I know, Cordelia, that the time 1s ſhort, 
But princes cannot act by vulgar rules, 
Preſſing neceſſity and ſtrong occaſion 
Muſt be the ſtern directors of their choice: 
Therefore prepare thyſelf this very hour 
To give thy willing hand to valiant Oſric; 

And 


And let not maiden fears and baſtifulueſs 
Make thee forget that Segbert is thy father. 


CoRDELI1A.. 
Oh! let it be tomorrow] not to day! 


SEGBERT. 
This day, this very hour thou muſt be his, 


CORDELIA. 
Upon my knees I beg a ſingle day! 
But one ſhort day to conquer my reluftance! 
Alas! you know it is an att of duty, 
And that my poor diſtreſs'd and pleading heart, 
Stranger to the agreement ye have made, 
Muſt ſtruggle to ſubdue its ſtrongeſt feelings. 


SEGBERT. 
And therefore will we not allow thee time 
To feel theſe uſeleſs pangs. Our word is paſs'd. - 
Do not reply, but inſtantly prepare 
To yield obedience to our {tritt command. 


PURSE CORDELIA. 
Oh, hear me ſpeak! I cannot love the prince. 
Why muſt. my peace be made a ſacrifice 
To his impetuous and ill-fated paſhon ? 


SEGBERT. 
And doſt thou dare to queſtion our command! 
| CORDELIA. 
Oh hear me! I conjure you, only hear me! | 
| SEG» 
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| SEGBERFT. 
Hang not upon me! By yon heaven I ſwear 
Thou ſhalt fulfil the promiſe I have given. 


| _ ConDELtA. 
Can a fond father ſpurn his only child, 
When in the anguiſh of extreme deſpair, 


The poor afflicted mourner kneels before him! 


SEGBERD. 
Ceaſe thy complaints, and hear the yow I . 
By every ſaint that guards my triple crown, 
This very hour ſhall make thee Oſric's wife. 
Already are the marriage rites preparing: 
I go to haſten them, Mark well my words, 


Hold thyſelf ready to obey my ſummons, 


Or feel the ſharpeſt, and moſt heavy vengean ce, 
An injur d King and Father can inflict. 


— — — — _—_ „ EDS.” 
a 
ad __ 4 — — 


o 
CoRDELIA, MATILDA, SEWARD. 


CORDELIAs 
Go, cruel prince! prepare the funeral rites, 
The laſt ſad honours for thy wretched daughter : 
For here, by every heavenly power I ſwear, 
Rather than violate the holy faith 
Which I have plighted to my much-lov'd lord, 
The marriage rites, with all the gaudy ſhow, 


- 


The 
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The dance, the ſong, and general revelry, 
Shall ſuddenly be turn'd to lamentation; 
To ſolemn dirges and funereal ſadneſs; 
The wedding garments into nodding plumes, 
Their various tints to dark and mournful fable, | 
And all the pomp delign'd to grace my nuptials, 
Shall tend upon my death, I 
MATILDA, 
What can be done? 
I never ſaw the King ſo reſolute, 


CORDELIA. 
There have been women who have nobly died, 
And gain'd that freedom tyrants have denied them, 
Why have not I a ſoul reſolv'd as theirs? 
Why cannot I aſſume an equal firmnels? 
And tho' unable to avoid misfortune, ; 
Preſerve myſelf from guilt. Can J endure 
To meet this hated Ofric ? To be dragg'd 
A wretched victim to the ſacred altar, | 
And die of indignation, ſhame and anguiſh ? 
No! Edgar, no! Cordelia ſhall not live 
To do an att which thou would'ſt grieye to hear! 
Come, reſolution, arm my timid breaſt ; 
And thou, chaſte love, give ſtrength to my reſolve, 
While, by yon high avenging heaven I fear, 
No force ſhall burſt thoſe ſacred bonds aſunder 
By which our hands and hearts have been united; } 


Nor 
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Nor will I ſuffer life a moment longer 
Than I can live a chaſte and faithful wife. 


SEWARD, 

Neceſſity compels thee to declare 
Thy love and ſecret marriage to the King. 
Nor will it be attended now with danger ; 
For ere the time fix d for thy haſty nuptials, 
Thy Edgar will have join'd his gallant friends, 

| CoRDELIA. 
I truſt he will; but is he therefore ſaſe? 
Seward, thou know'ſt with what unequal numbers 
My valiant Lord muſt wage the doubtful fight ; 
And ſhould he fall, which pitying heaven avert! 
I know my cruel, unrelenting father, 
Spite of the anguiſh of my widow'd heart, 
Will drag me, wretched victim, to the altar; 
Where, ſacrific'd to the deteſted victor, 
Vainly my ſoul ſhall call on friendly death _ 
To eaſe me from the pangs of keen deſpair, | 
| And ſcreen me from approaching violation. 


SEWARD. 

Ah! draw not ſuch afflicting images! 
I doubt not but thy Edgar ſhall return, 
And bring thee ſafety, triumph, peace and love. 
= - But fhould the ſad reverſe be heaven's decree, 
i I cannot think thy father would ſo ſoon | 
| Compel thy heart to make a ſecond choice. 

| Cor- 


— —— — 
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ConDELiA. 
A i choice! How cold] y doſt thou ſpeak ! 
Compel my heart! It cannot be compell'd! 
The ſoul is free; nor can ſtrong fetters bind, 
Or Kher? rea enſlave its pure affections 
Seward, thou waſt th' inſtruftor of my youth; 
Thy early leſſons, in my opening mind, 
Strew'd the young ſeeds of honour, truth and virtue. 
Thou too waſt preſent when a parent's hand 
United mine with that of noble Edgar. 
Oh! be thou the preſerver of that faith 
Which then I plighted in the ſight of heaven. 
SEWARD. 
Moſt gladly would I yield thee any ſervice; 
And would to heaven I could preſerve my children; 
For ſuch, in love, ye both have been to me, | 
From the afflictive pangs of ſeparation. 
CORDELIA. 
And ſo thou canſt; canſt make our union ſure, 
Beyond the power of fate to tear alundex. 
SEWARD. 
Explain thyſelf. I do not comprehend thee. 
| CoRDELIA, | 
I know the darkly working powers of nature 
Are all laid open to thy ſearching eye, 
And that thou know'ſt th' effects and properties 
Of every mineral in its ſecret bed, 
And every plant that drinks the evening dew, 
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And can'ſt, by means of ſubtile chymiſtry, 

So blend their qualities as to produoe 

A liquid fatal to the life of man. 

Not one that kills by tedious, ſlow degrees, 

But ſeizing firm upon the vital powers, 

At once deprives them both of ſenſe and ation, 
SEWARD: 

Ah do not yield thy ſoul to black deſpair! 


| CoRDELTA. 
Seward I do not. All my hopes are ſtrong ; 
Depending on the oft-prov'd force and courage 
Of my lov'd lord, and many a noble chieftain, 
Well train d and praftic'd in the warrior's art, 
And led by loyalty, revenge and glory. 
But I would reſt in full ſecurity. 
I would be arm'd againſt the worſt event. 
So ſhall my reaſon clear, by fear unclouded, | 
Enlighten my now dark bewilder'd ſoul; 
Enable me to bear my father's rage 
With patient calmneſs and ſubmiſſive duty. 
Nay, and perhaps, having it in my choice, 
Endure the very worſt that can befall me. 

| SrwWaR p. 
Alas I fear to give into thy hand 5 
A preparation of effects ſo fatal. Fi; 
Reflect a moment. | 1 51 


_ CornDELIA, 
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CORDELIA, 
I have thought enough, 
Advice is uſeleſs to a mind reſoly'd. 
If thou wilt aid me in this laſt diſtreſs 
Be quick, nor let the ſtealing minutes ſcape. 
Thou know'ſt how very ſhortly I expect 
To hear my father's ſtern and dreadful ſummons. 
Then ſeek not to diſſuade me from my purpoſe; 


If thou refuſe me thy defir'd aſſiſtance, 


Leave me! I will not want a means to die. 
© * 


SEWARD. 

In life or death I mutt obey thee fall. 
I have prepar'd, tho' for far other purpoſe, 
For curious tryal and experiment, 
A poiſon, of ſuch quick and fatal nature, 
That not the ſtrongeſt animal can bear 
Its dire effects without the loſs of life. 
A while it ſeems.to linger round the heart, 
Nor pain, nor ſtruggle tends its ſoft approach, 
Then fiercely ſeizing every mortal pals, 55 
Gives inſtant entrance to convulſive death. 

CoRpDELIA. | 
Such is the treaſure that I would poſſeſs! 
Go gentle Seward, fetch it inſtantly. 
Tis likely that I ſhall not try its power, 
But it will be a ſource of ſecret comfort, 


% 


Keepi ng 


| 
| 


— — , A c_—_— 


Our dear, unhappy miſtreſs ever gave. 


_ [ 


64 C O R D E L I 4; 


Keeping delpair, that worſt of foes, at diſtance. 
Mean time will I put on my gayeſt robes, 

In all things ſuited to a youthful bride. 

In every act would I obey my father 

Which claſhes not with higher, dearer duties. 
Good Seward, I conjure thee loſe no time. 
Matilda, wait thou here for his return, 

And bring the precious potion to my hand. 


— — 


 SEWARD, MATILDA. 


: 


: MATILDA. 
I fear, indeed, ſhe is reſolved to die 
Should her brave lord fail in his bold attempt. 


SEWARD. 


And therefore is it vain to oppoſe her will. 


Death can put on ten thouſand different forms, 
Ten thouſand paſſes lead him to the heart. 

One avenue ſhut up, another ope's, 

Giving the care-worn wretch, fatigued with life, | 
Means to eſcape, and ſhelter in the grave. 


| Therefore reluctantly do I obey 


The only peremptory, harſh command 


SCENE 


KA TND F. 


Nee. 
PR" MariIb a. 
Ah what a melancholy taſk is mine, 
To give the fatal potion to her hand, 


That may, perhaps, deſtroy the precious life 
Which I moſt willing would expire to fave. 


3 


— 
—_ 


"ee 


SOCENE. IL 
MaT1LDA, EDGAR. 


MATILDA. 
My lord! We hop'd ere this you had been gone. 
2 EDGAR. 
I did not think to have ſeen my love again, 
Till conqueſt had inſur'd her wholly mine; 
But hearing of theſe ſudden preparations, - 
| Her father's fury, and her deep affliction, 
I could not quit the palace ere I pour'd 
The balm of comfort in her wounded mind. 
Perhaps a moment of her Edgar's preſence 
May raiſe her drooping ſoul, and give it ſtrength 
To bear the approaching terrors of his rage. 


F SCENE 


- 


. UE 7 5 2 ; 
o _ 2 "RY ' % 


66 c ORD E L I A. 


j 


SCENE VII. 
Epox, CORDELIA, MATILDA. 


CoORDELIA. * 


Matilda, is not Seward yet return d? 
wy Edgar! Gracious heaven ! 
EDGAR. 
Be not alarm'd, * 
Hearing of thy diſtreſs, I could not go 
Ere I had ſooth'd and reaffur'd thy mind. 
Doubt not, my gentle love, thy Edgar's fortune, 
A ſecret ſomething whiſpers to my ſoul, 
All ſhall ſucceed, e'en as thyſelf could wiſh. 


CorDELIA. 
Heaven guard thy life from every threatening ill! 
But oh! my love, thou canſt not in the field 
Encounter greater than attend thee here. 


| EDGAR». 
Engag' d in vaſt and haſty preparation, 
No thought of me employ'd the houſehold train, 
Therefore I paſs'd unnotic'd. to thy chamber. 
Then promiſe to be reſolute and calm; 
To bear the coming ſtorm with fortitude. 


| CoRDELIA. 574 
Doſt thou not ſee that I am all compoſure? 


Am I not worthy to be Edgar's wife? | 
mW EDGAR, 
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EDGAR. | 

Thou art the firſt of women; and thy ſoul, ' 
Bright in itſelf, needs not the borrow d luſtre * 
Of ſplendid dignities and glitt'ring titles. 
How I rejoice, my love, to find thee thus! 
I fear'd thy father's rage would quite o'erpower 
Thy gentle ſoul. But fear it not, Cordeliaz _ 
Boldly declare thyſelf thy Edgar's wife; L 
Another hour, I truſt, makes thee his queen. 

CoRDELIA. | 
The humbleſt cottage were with thee a palace ; 
The meaneſt garb, a gorgeous robe of ſtate. 


SCE N E VIII. 


Epo AR, SEwarD, CoRDELia, Mari DA. 


SEWARD. 
I have obey'd thy reſolute command. 
Behold this viol ; it contains a potion | 
Whoſe ſmalleſt drop can quench the lamp of life. 


Ah, prince! why doſt thou linger here ſo long? 


The furious king, enflam'd with jealous rage, 
Accuſes thee of treachery and baſeneſs, 
In that thou haſt, by falſe and ſubtile arts, 
Allur'd his daughter from her wonted duty, 
4 This 


— 


This moment hath he iſſued out command 
To apprehend thy perſon, and with ſpeed 
Bring thee a fetter d criminal before him. 


 ConDEitta, | 
; Oh! iy wr Edgar fly this very moment ! 
#94 0606. SEWAROD. 
A ſecret way I know out of the palace, 
By which 3 in ſafety thou may t yet eſcape. 


. EDGAR. | 
Firſt let me know what was that fatal potion 
W hich thou didft give to my Cordelia's $ . ; 


SEWARD. 
A ſtrong and-deadly-poiſon, which the princeſs 


Commanded me, unvilling, to procure, 


9 


Epox. | 

What means my love? 2 
he CorRDELIA,. | 

Ah! Edgar, canſt thou aſk? 


Does not thy heart explain the tender ſecret ? 


5 ; | EDGAR» 
Too well ! and trembles at its dreadful import. 
| -_ _CoRDELIiA. 
Yet if FM doſt poſſeſs that perfect love; t 
That ſanctity and pureneſs of affection 81 
Which fills and animates my faithful breaſt, id 
l bou rather wilt confirm my reſolution, | 


er 69 


Than ſtrive by cruel, uſeleſs reaſoning, 
To alter a reſolve which cannot og 


| EDGAR. 
Is this the ſource of all thy ſeeming calmneſs ? 
My blood runs cold! it cannot! ſhall not be! 


17 F . 


ConbpTIA. 

s it of death that thou art thus afraid? 
Doſt thou thas ſtart and tremble at a name ? 
For what is death ! een to the happieſt what! 
*Tis but the putting off a gaudy robe, 
Whoſe very richneſs makes it cumberſome, 
But to the wretched 'tis a fweet relief! 
A hand divine that gently leads the way 

From toil and anguiſh to repoſe and peace. 


EDGAR, | 
Think'ſt thou I can endure the very thought? 
What ſee thee pale, convuls'd, expire in torture ! vo ; 
Give me the fatal viol, Let me have itil 


8 | 

This is the language of a common mind, 
And ſuited well to every common love; : 
Not ſuch a love as noble ſouls ſhould feel, | 
Not ſuch Cordelia gloried to ifpire.. AT 
Where is thy greatneſs, ſtrength and fortitude ? n 
That virtue which preferr'd diſtreſs or death | 
To ſafety gain'd by meanneſs and diſhonour ? 

| EDGAR. 


dd n nnn 


Epo AR. 1 
What doſt thou fear? Does not thy Edgar live? 
Ah! while the vital blood flows in his veins, 
Ne'er will he ſuffer ſuch a deed of horror! 


CORDELIA. 
While Edgar lives he need not fear to fee it; 
Too much with him Cordelia values life. 
But, oh! reflect a moment! ſhould'ſt thou fall! 
Should'ſt thou, avert it heaven! o'erpower'd by 
numbers, 
Vield to that fate which heroes cannot ſhun; - 


Think then what miſery muſt attend, o'erwhelm me, 


Think thou behold'ſt me, widow'd and forlorn, 

Raiſe my claſp'd hands and ſorrow-ſtreaming eyes; 

In all the anguiſh of extreme deſpair, * 

Imploring mercy from a cruel father. 

Behold me dragg'd, e'en to that very altar 

Where late I gave my willing hand to thee, 

While the inſulting. author of my anguiſh | 

Looks ſmiling on, and triumphs o'er thy grave, | 
EDGAR. 0 

Oh ſcreen me, madneſs! ſcreen me from the view ! 

This arm ſhall lay the miſcreantin the duſt; 

Nor ſhall that dreadful moment e'er arrive 

Which thou haſt painted in ſuch fearful colours, 


: 97 
| Con- 
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| CORDELIA. 

I truſt my love it never! never will! 

But wiſdom bids prepare for each event, 

As well the adverſe as the fortunate, 

Oft have I heard thee fay to die is virtue, 

When only death can ſcreen the ſou] from guilt. 

Then let us emulate thoſe bright examples, 

The pride and ornament of ancient ſtory, 

Who vainly ftruggling under fortune's prefſure. 

Found in the grave a refuge from diſhonour. 

Here is the viol which thou bad't me give thee, 

Take it. But if a ſpark of real virtue, 

Of real love inform thy ſoul, return it, 

Thus low, upon my knee I beg it of thee, 

As thou would'ſt ſhield my ſoul from black deſpair, 
EDGAR. | 

I feel thy greatneſs, and I bend before it, 

Oh, dreadful ſtruggle! Take it then Cordelia! 

Yes! uſe it as the ſafeguard of thy honour, 

When Edgar's arm no longer can defend it. 


CoORDELI1A. 


Now art thou all thyſelf ; my lord! my Edgar 
For whom alone Cordelia e'er will live. 


Epcar. F 
KAG what ivaightiol wow: 
What ills may Edgar's paſſion draw upon thee! 
7 . Cong 


t e 


CORDELIA. 

Think'ſt thou I count it hard to die for thee? 
Oh! not to be the miſtreſs of a world, 
Unleſs that happy world contain'd my Edgar, 
Would I forego this mournful privilege, 

SW IAR D. * 
This tender interview will laſt too long.. 
Conſider, prince, thy gallant friends expect thee, 
Reflect what dangers tend upon thy ſtay. 

| ConpELIA. | 

Then fare-thee-well, thou deareſt, moſt belov'd! 
Go, and let this aſſurance ſooth thy ſou l, 
Cordelia will not _ worſe chan death. 


"2 


opp " Epcar. 
Adieu! ph 44 ho "thouſand times adieu! | 


I have not words to tell thee what I feel. 
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SCENE IX,” 


8.7 


£44) Tenth 


4 ConmaLia, Manus. 


Adieu! adieu angels fupport and guard thee, 

Come, my Matilda, thou ſhalt now affift,” 

Perhaps to dreſs thy miſtreſs for. her grave. 

So the poor lamb, with gaudy wreaths adorn d, hot HC) 

l helpleſs led to cruel nnn eu. 
| Tn 


- 


© TT RAS 3 I 


Vet he, unconſcious of thi impending blow, 
Crops the ſweet herbage as he paſſes on, 

And gambols, fearleſs of approaching fate. 

But, wretched man, with ſenſe ſuperior curs d, 
Sees all the horror of his deſtiny! 

With pain anticipates the coming ill, 

And douhly taſtes the bitterneſs of death, 


END OF ACT THE THIRD, 
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A Chapel in the Palace. An Altar, Prigſis in their 


proper Rabes, Attendants, N Ar in Preparation . 


for a Marriage. 


_— 


| ar Osxae, Sr wand, Tork 1 Attendants. 


gable to coll 


Be chearful, prince, The n moment faſt approaches 
That ſhall conſign a treaſure to thy arms, 
Which eben the  mightieſt monarch Europe boalts | 
Might glory in poſſeſſing. Truſt me, Ofric, 


* mind is I er with nch w_ noble graces, 
s a N Which 


„ „ o DEI „ 
Which every hour ſhall to thy raptur d ſoul 


' , Diſplay and open in their faireſt forms, 


_ Gilding thy days with pleaſures ever new, 
And happineſs, which ſeldom waits on kings. 
_ 7 | 
Does it enrich to view another's treaſure? 
To count exhauſtleſa hoards of precious wealth 
Poſſeſs d, e en by the enemy we hate? 
This heart, adorn'd by every ſplendid virtue, 
Is it not torturing thought! Is it not Edgar's ? 
T ſhall indeed poſſeſs an empty form, 
The ſhade and ſemblance of this fair perverſe one; 
But the informing, animating ſoul 
_ Eludes my graſp, and mocks my idle claim. 


.. SEGBERT, | 
Thy jealous foars 0 doubled every ange, 
ä Oskic. vip it 
1 cannot doubt thy daughter's chaſtity ; . 
But litile pleaſure can the heart derive 
From the poſſeſſion of a lifeleſs form, 
Who, while with all the rapture of a lover, 
1 ardent claſp her to my panting breaſt, a, | 
Cold and dejetted, | ſhrinks from my embrace, 
And fighs, and pines, and wiſhes for another. 15 


. SEGBERT, 
© Didſi thou not alk our daughter for thy wiſe 1 


Did 


ATR A GE D x. 
Did we requeſt thee to accept her of us ? f 
Nay, was it not thy ardent, warm intreaties, 
That hurried on this unprepar'd event, 
And caus'd this ſtrong reluttance in her heart. 
She ſhould have had more leiſure for reflection, 
More time to combat and ſubdue herſelf. 
Exalted minds diſdain the harſh command, 
And riſe ſuperior to debaſing fear. 


SEWARD. 
There bs time to reftify theſe errors, 
Poſtpone this marriage to a future day. 
No worthy preparations have been made 
To grace the nuptials of a royal pair, 
A thouſand ceremonies it demands, 
In this moſt needleſs haſte muſt be omitted, 
Theſe a few days may form and regulate. 
And in that time the princeſs ſhall regain 
Her wonted ſtrength of mind; and arm'd with duty, 
Drive from her ſoul the paſſion that enſlaves it. 


SEGBERT. . 


Think not we mean to force our child upon PS, 


If thou repent the contract thou haſt made 
Revoke it inſtantly ; the time yet ſerves 
To free thee from the object of thy fear. 


Os RIC. 
The heart of Oſric never harbour'd fear! 


73” 


Nor, 


4 DOSE Df 


Nor, till this fatal paſſion fir'd his breaft, 
Knew he the cruel pangs of jealous love. 
But bid the prieſts prepare the ſacred rites. | 
This hour will I eſponſe my promis'd bride, 
And on the future reft unknown events. 
Inform the princeſs wt we wait her coming. 
| Krit a meſſenger. | 
Segbert, if I have eem d to raſh, forgive me, | 
Impute it to the feelings of a mind, 
Unus'd to ſuffer, or reſtraim its thoughts. 


"SECbarn; 
Strive from Cordetia to conceal thoſe feelings. 
Clear from thy brow that frown of difcontent, 1 
And meet her * the ſoftnefs of a foyer. 5 
MY Osrtc. © 9 
I was not made to woo with ſmiles and ſoftneſs, | 
That better ſuits the youthful form of 4 4 


8 SEGBERT. F | 
That hated rival hon ſhall ceaſe to pain ches. „ 
Thou know'ſt that I have iffu'd out command 
To ſeize his perſon as a fecret traitor. 

The arts which he hath praftic'd « on my child” 
Juſtly provoke the ſentence I have paſſed,” a 


And render him unworthy of thy ſword. 
4,541, ene | 
Thou haſt done well to free thyſelf from peril. 


W 
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The ſerpent, in his torpid ſtate remains | 


Harmleſs, nor conſcious of his dangerous power 
But warm'd by the ſoft influence of compaſlion, 

As life revives, revives his inbred rancor, 

And the firſt eſſay of his new-found ſtrength 

Is, with ſharp, poiſonous tooth, and fatal ſting 

To wound th unwary boſom that reſtor d it. 


| 
| 


— 
SCENE II. 
SEGBERT, Os Ric, SEWARD, Lords and Attendants. 
CORDELIA in @ bridal dreſs. MATILDA and At- 
tendant. Ladies in whate, , crown'd with chaplets. Syn- 
phony of flutes, by 
SEGBERT. 
Welcome my child! come and diſpel the doubts, 
The tender fears that wound thy lover's heart, | 


Which doats to ſuch a delicate excels | 
Scarce c can his on explain its tender feelings. 


OsRIc, | 
But the fond huſband ſhall exceed the 9 110 1 
Let others woo with flattery's ſoothing arts, 
And rich in light and worthleſs compliment, 
Profuſely promiſe what they never pay; | 


e co R DE I. 1 4. 


My ardent love, unſeign' d, without pretence, 
Shall far outweigh the promiſe it hath given, 
And what it lacks in outward ornament, 

Be well ſupplied by true ſincerity. 


CORDELIA, 

I come not, prince, to heat thy tender tale. 

Thy offer'd vows of love and conſtancy 

Sound moſt unfit to my offended ear; 

And quickly thou ſhalt own, it ill becomes 

My dignity and honour to receive them. 

Ceaſe then a taſk unſuited to thy tongue ; 

Which better ſpeaks the language of command, 
Than the ſweet, ſoothing eloquence of boy 3 


Osx1c. - 
Tis true my tongue hath not been greatly praftic'd 
In the low creeping language of ſubmiſſion; 
| But at the feet of beauty it is glorious 
To play the vaſſal and receive command, 
So in return ſhe condeſcend to bleſs | 
Her happy flave with ſoft, approving ſmiles. 


CORDELIA, 
Smiles are the genuine offspring of affeQion, 
And flow ſpontaneous from th' enamour'd heart, 
When bleſs'd with peace, and ſweet return of lovel 
Oh! happy ſtate when kindred ſouls unite! _ 
When delicate and virtuous amity 


According 


According blends, and forms them into one. 

When ſuch a pair in mutual love combine, 

And ſacred Hymen ratifies their choice, 

The ſtroke that ſeparates them muft be death. 
| Osric. 

Such be our ftate, and ſuch our ſeparation! 

Believe me, lady, tho' I cannot woo 

In ſuch fair terms as courtly boys affect, 

A loldier's heart is worth a fair one's ſmile, 


= SEGBERT. 
Enough of compliment. The prieſts attend 
With holy rites to bind your plighted faiths. 
Look chearfully, Cordelia. Walk this way. 3 
Give me that hand I ſhortly ſhall beſtow | 
Upon this valiant, well-deſerving prince. 


CORDELIA. 3 
I have no faith to plight. No hand to give. 
SEGBERT. 


What doſt thou mean? Obſerve me wiule I ſpeak! 
Draw not my wrath on thy devoted head ! 
This moment give thy willing band to Oſric, 
Or be a ftranger to my blood and greatneſs. 
1 here adopt him heir to all my kingdoms, 
If thou wilt ſhare them with him, it is well. 
If not, no other ſhalt thou e'er eſpoule. 
A wretched, out-caſt captive ſhalt thou pine, 
| | | Far 


Far from the face and ſocial haunts of men. 
Deep ſolitude ſhall keep thy priſon door. 
Not een a ſound ſhall reach the gloomy cell, 
To tell thee that a human creature live.. 
The very light of heaven ſhall be denied thee, 

And juſt a ſcanty ſuſtenance ſuppli u. 
Given by the hand of a pale ghaſtly mute, we 
Leſt thou too ſoon ſhouldꝰ ſt ſcape from puniſhment. 
Remember, Iam capable of doing | Y 
Whatever hardy thing my tongue can utter. 


Corperia. 8 
Oh! e in the moſt abhorred dungeon, . 
Where loathſome toads and hiſling lerpents bide; 997 
Midſt noxious vapour and unwholeſome damps, 5.248 
Midſt heavy gloom and perfect ſolitude, 
Let ſad Cordelia end her wretched days, | 
Than in the foul ſociety of guilt, 1 F 
Tuho' ſeated on a throne ! Oh ſovereign! father! 
If fill a wretched criminal may dare 
To ſpeak that name, fo fraught with tenderneſs, 
Oh! deign to hear thy child! Behold her kneel. 
Wich trembling heart ſhe deprecates thy wrath, | 
And dreads thy hatred more than ene 440 


37 
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 SEGBERT. 
Hope not to move me from my ſettled purpoſe 
No power on earth hall alter my refolve. 257 


Obey 


A T1 KR A C E D 


Obey me inſtantly, or on thy head 
Deſcends the curſe of an offended father. 


But why intreat when we may force compliance! 


Seize her reluctant hand, and to the altar 


Drag her. Heed not her weak perverſe reſiſtance. 


Os$RIC. 
Fathers begin. 
_ __ CorDELIA. 
Stop ſacrilegious men 
Deſiſt this moment! Would ye violate . 


The ever ſacred rite of holy marriage ? 
And in a ſecond, lawleſs bond unite 


The hand already given to another ? 
| OsR1C, 
Proceed upon the peril of your lives! 


ohh WS a CoRDELIA. 
I am the wife of Edgar! 
| 2 > | | OsRic, 
Ah! Of Edgar. | 
SEGBERT. 


A falſe pretence to elude a father's power! 
Proceed ye ſacred, venerable band; 
Finiſh che holy office ye began; 

So ſhall this rebel, bound in bonds of duty, 
Per force regain the reaſon ſhe hath loſt. 


G 


* v. 
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SEWARD. 
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SEWARD. 

Permit thy ſlave to ſpeak. Theſe eyes beheld, 

When in the ſight of high recording heaven, 

Grac'd by the ſanftion- of a parent's preſence, 


The princeſs gave her hand to gallant Edgar. 


SEGCBERT. 
Baſe, 338 ſlave! How doſt thow dare 
T' inſult our ears with falſehood ſo atrocious ? 


. Doſt thou not dread our ſwift purſuing vengeance? 


SEWARD. 
My 8 lord I do. Full well I know 
Already does the ſcourge of chaſtiſement 
Hang with impending ruin o'er my head. 
I know my life is wholly in thy power ; 


But truth commands my fault'ring tongue to ſpeak, 


And heavenly wrath is more ſevere than thine, 


 _SEGBERT. 
Say 8 were theſe pretended rites performdꝰ 
And how conceal'd from my inquiring eye ? 


Speak, thou who art the leaſt inur'd to falſehood; 
"Tho' doubtleſs your fine plot is well concerted, _ 
And oy circumſtance arrang d in order. 


8 


| Oh! my PRES hege! My ſovereign lord and fer 
Forgive the firſt deceit I ever praftic's! | 


Forgive 


„ 


Forgive me that I dar'd fo long conceal 

My ſecret love and marriage from thy knowledge, 
*Twas fear of thy diſpleaſure aw'd my ſoul, 

And forc'd me to forget that filial duty 

Which elſe had never ceas'd-to ſway my heart. 
Seven months are paſs'd ſince at that very altar 

I gave my vows, my heart and hand to Edgar. 
Twas by the queen's direction and command, 
While thou waſt abſent from the court and kingdom, 
Her confeſſor, the abbot join'd our hands, | 
Binding, in bonds that never can be broken, 

Two hearts by virtuous love before united. 


| SEGBERT. | 
Hence from my ſight, thou worſe than baſiliſk ! 
Thou ſerpent cheriſh'd in my foſtering boſom, 
Hence to the cloſe and ſolitary dungeon 
Thy crimes and my moſt juſt revenge aſſign thee. 
Forthee, baſe ſlave to Seward ) to whom ſhe was intruſted: 
Into whoſe care her very ſoul was given, 
To be enlighten'd, form'd and train'd to honour ; 
Who haſt betray'd the ſacred truſt repos'd, 
And been the ciirſed inflrument and witneſs 
Of this moſt ſhameleſs act of dark rebellion ; 
Some fearſul torture, ne'er before inſlitted, : 
Shall be thy equitable recompence. 


Guards lead him hence, Let him be cloſely watch'd. 
3 | Load 
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Load his old b with heavy manac les. 
Tomorrow will we pn his final ſentence. 


mt 


— 


SCENE III. 


SEGBERT, OsRIc, CORDELIA, MATILDA, &c. &c. 


Os RIC. 

And muſt I then relinquiſh the ſweet hopes 
Of love and vengeance? Mult I yield the prize, 
The rich reward of all my weary toils, 
To a deteſted rival's happy-arms ? 
Rather let Mercia in a blaze expire! 
Since I have ſtep'd ſo far, I will not halt, 
Betide what will, ſhort of the promis'd goal. 
This ill-prov'd marriage ſhall be ſtraight annul'd; 
The ſovereign pontiff's interpoſing power 
Shall ſet aſide its fancied conſequence; 

And thou, fair obſtinate, ſpite of thy arts, 

Shall yet become the lawful wife of Ofric, 
E'en in the life of him thou now call'ſt huſband, 
I feel my paſſion riſe by oppoſition, 
And I will gratify both love and hate, 

Ei en to the fulleſt wiſh of ſweet exceſs. 


_ CorDELIA, 
11 it cawgratify what thou call'ſt love 
To ſee its object at thy feet expire, 


Perhaps 
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Perhaps thou may'ft enjoy the mighty pleaſure; 
But never, never ſhall thoſe vows be thine 
Which I have plighted to my deareſt Edgar ! 


SEGBERT. 
And doſt thou brave and ſcornourthreaten'd vengeance? 
Condutt her quickly /to a Lord) to the ancient tower 
Which holds our moſt ſuſpected enemies, 
There let her languiſh till our meſſenger, 
To be diſpatched to Rome, return and bring 
The diſſolution of her lawleſs marriage. 
Then ſhall we ſee how long ſhe dare reſiſt 
The powers, united, of a king and father, 


s RENE 1Vv. 


SEGBERT, OsRic, Tad and Attendants. 


Os IC, 
Is not the rebel Edgar yet diſcover'd Pl. 


SEGBERT. 
A truſty party hath been order'd out, 
To ſeize and bring the miſcreant to our preſence; 
For well we know his reſolute preſumption ; 


How much he hath engag'd the people's hearts; 
. G3 And 
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And that ſuperior force alone can quel} 
His daring ſpirit, and ſubdue refiftance. 

85 OsRic. 
He muſt behold the triumph of my love. 
This wild irregular marriage once diſſolvd. 
Deprivęs thy daughter of her only plea, } 
And leaves her wholly ſubje& to thy power. 
| |  SrzoBERT. - 

Truſt to my plighted word. She ſhall be thine, 
This giddy paſſion once expel'd her breaſt, 
Which the baſe traitor's death ſhall ſoon effect; 
She will again reſume thoſe duteous habits, 

Fhat mild, complying temperament of ſoul 
Which wont to grace and ſoften her deportment. 
This obſtinacy is unnatural to her, | 


— 


nnn v. 


SEC BERT, Os RIC, Officer, &c. &c. 


| | | Orx1cxs. 8 
My gracious liege, prince Edgar is eſcap'd. 
With many chiefs and nobles of the ſtate, 


. 
” 
* 
. 
1 
- 


A TRAGEDY.” 
Not half an hour ago he left the city; | 
They bent their way towards the weſtern tower. 


SEGBERT, 


Towards the weſtern tower! Perhaps ſuſpecting 
We would confipe our daughter in that priſon, 
He means to free her from th' appointed guard. 


-OsRIc. 


Perhaps his plot already has ſucceeded; 
And he will bear her to ſome cloſe retreat, 


Where thou may'ſt never trace their wily foot-ſteps. 


Or by his preſence he may raiſe commotions 
In his own native kingdom, warlike Kent. 
What e'er be his deſign, I will purſue him, 
To the remoteſt corner of the world. 

Yes, thro' the earth 1'll trace him ſtep by ſtep; 
Nay, tho' conceal'd, tho' buried in the center, 
Thence will I tear her from his eager graſp ! 
Tho! love could prove too weak to rouſe my ſoul, 
Fate and revenge would ſtir it into action. 
Command my troops to arm without delay. 
This moment ſhall the warm purſuit begin, 
Nor end till I have reach d my rival's heart. 
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S c EN E VI. 


SEGBERT, Os RIC, Fir/t Officer, Second Officer, &c. &c. 


SxcoxD OrrictR. 
Forgive, my gracious liege, this bold intruſion. 
Behind the weſtern tower a warlike band 
Of well appointed troops appear aſſembled. 
Not more than half an haur is paſs'd ſince Edgar, 
Oſwald, and many in the firſt command, 
. the city, bent their courſe to join them. 
| SEGBERT, 

Art thou affur'd of this ? 

: OFrFicExr, - 

of My liege, I am, 
E'en now from off the walls theſe eyes beheld them, 


And if at ſuch a diſtance I might truſt 
The information of their far-ſtretch'd ſight, 


The Kentiſh ſtandard blazon'd to the ſun. 


OsRIc. - 


E Tis plain, and aſks no further queſtioning ! 
Bring me my armour! We will quickly meet them, 


They ſhall not find us weak or unprepar d. 
8 C E N 2 


— 


r 00 


Ss S E N E VIL 


SECBERT, Os Ic, HERALD, &c. &c. 


HERALD. 
My ſacred office is, I truſt, my ſafety. 
l * SEGBERT. 
It is. From whom, and wherefore doſt come ? 
HERALD.. 
Prince Edgar to the ſovereign lord of Mercia 
Sends health and royal greeting. 
| OsRI1C. | 
Een as the traitor fills the poiſon'd bowl, 
And bids thee drink refreſhment, life and vigour, 


HERALD, | 
He wills me to ſet forth unto your grace, 
That ſtrong neceſſity, and not his choice 
Hath forc'd him to the ſudden oppoſition 
In which he now unwillingly appears. 
His loyal ſubjects, bearing with impatience 
The ſervile yoke, demand their native freedom 
And e'en without his knowledge have aſſembled 
A warlike band, inur'd to hardy deeds, 
Arm'd, and reſolv'd on liberty or death. 
But not to do thee wrong or injury, 
n | Only 
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Only to claim their juſt and natural rights, 

Theſe valiant heroes draw the righteous fword. 

The prince requires thee to refign his kingdom; 

| To reinſtate him in thoſe regal honours | 
Which thou haſt moſt unjuſtly wreſted from him. 
Bnt above all, before he will deſcend |, 
To treat on terms of peace and amity, 

He wills thee to reſtore his injur'd queen, 
With due reſpe& to free her from confinement, 
And ſend her fafe to him, her wedded lord. 

If thou in full wilt anſwer theſe demands, 
Moſt gladly will be ſheath the hoſtile ſword ; 
And forming ftri& alliance with thy ſtate, 

Support and honour thy declining age, 

As ſhall become a friend and duteous ſon. 
But if thou doſt refuſe his rightful claims, 

I here denounce fierce war and devaſtation, 
Determin'd Kent will waſte her precious blood, 
And drop by drop diſtill it on the earth, 

Ere ſhe another moment will endure 

The ſcorpion fling of ſavage tyranny. 

 SEGBERT. 

Return this anſwer to thy haughty prince. 

We are not frighted by high-ſounding words. 
Nor can the conqueror of Ethelbert 

Tremble to hear the boaſting of his ſon. N 
5 | | Tell 


Tell him we are prepar'd to meet his power; 
That what we won by fair and open force, 
Only by open force ſhall be relinquiſn'd. 


The right of conqueſt is a ſacred tenure; ; 


Nor can his anceſtor, renowned Hengiſt, 
Midſt all his fame and greatneſs, boaſt a better. 


As for our daughter, whom he tiles his queen, 


The fate of war muſt give him ſtronger title 
Ere we allow his claim. This is our anſwer, 
Thou may'ſt part in ſafety, 

HERALD. 

Ere I go 

1 have a meſſage to this valiant prince. 
My ſovereign lord commands me to renew 
The bold defiance he this day hath given thee, 
This hour, before the face of either army, 
He dares thee to oppoſe thy boaſted might 
To his, in fair and honourable combat. 


OsRIC. 


Moſt chearfully do I accept the challenge, 
And back return his inſolent defiance. 

Tell him I come to humble and chaſtiſe him ; 
To teach him that he cannot conquer heroes 
With ſighs and ſmiles, as he ſubdues the fair, 


SEGBERT, 


Be not too haſty. I forbid the combat. 
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No wonder that this raſh and deſperate man 5 
Knowing how far inferior are his numbers 
To the full force which we can bring againſt II 
Wiſhes, by one bold effort, to cut off 
The chief whoſe life gives vigor to our hoſt. 
But tell him that a traitor hath no right 
To enter honourable liſts of combat. 
If in the field he meet his mighty foe, 
Hap'ly he may receive the chaſtiſement 
His baſe ingratitude hath meyited ; | 
Tho' far too glorious ſhall we deem his fate, 
To fall diſtinguiſh'd by the hero's ſword, 
Who hath deſery'd that public execution 
Should ſtamp his name with laſting infamy. 
: Os lc. 
Tell him I ſhall not, in the field of battle, 
Avoid the combat he ſo much invites. 
Under the walls, een of that very tower 
Which holds the prize for which we both contend, | 
There, hand to hand, our ſtrife ſhall be decided. | 


22 — 


1. 
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8 c E N E. VIII. 
SEGBERT, Osnic, , Lal and Attendants. 


Oxrices. 
My gracious liege we have diſpos d the princeſs | | 
2h * Safe 


3 4 
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Safe in the tower, as thou did'ſt give command. 

Along the private ſubterranean way, 

By which thy ſecret mandates are convey d, 

Did we conduct her; for behind the priſon 

Prince Edgar's troops are rang d, a warlike band. | 
SEGBERT. 

Thou haſt done well. All things are order'd right. 

Now prince and fellow-ſoldiers, to your poſts. 

So weak and deſpicable is the foe, 

That half the force we bring into the field 

Shall well ſuffice to ſcatter and ſubdue them. 

Myſelf in perſon will behold the conteſt, 

That I the better may beſtow rewards . 

On valiant deeds and high-deſerving courage. 8 

Oskic. 

Let us not idly waſte another moment, 

But ſeek the foe before they come to meet us. 

My ſoul burns furious for th' approaching * 

Already it anticipates the day, 

And feels my well- directed falchion's point 

Buried in groaning Edgar's traitorous breaſt! 


END OF ACT THE FOURTH, 
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The front of an ancient Gothic Tower at a ſmall diſtance, 
with a viem of a wooded country. As the curtain 
draws up, the rear of an army is ſcen paſſing over 
the further part f the Stage. Flouriſh of martial 


muſic. 


Ep AR, KEnRED, OswAaLlD, HERALD, OrFicERs, 
: Lords, &c. 


* 


HERAL D. . 


Such is the anſwer which I have receiv d, 
Deliver'd with much rage, contempt and arrogance. 
EDGAR. *S 
And we will meet his ſcorn with due return 
The anſwer from the king was what we look'd for. 
And fellow ſoldiers, let me now repeat, 
What I already have proclaim'd before you. 
The man who injures-or attempts his life, 
Draws on his head my moſt ſevere diſpleaſure. 
All- chings are now diſpos'd in juſt arrangement, 
And nothing wanting, but th* approaching foe 
To give our eager courage means for action. 


; 


I know 
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I know how needleſs tis with fludied words 
To rouſe that ardour which already glows, 
Nay burns to mingle in the glorious fray! 
I know there is not here a fingle heart 
But ardently engages in our cauſe, 
And not an arm, but with its utmoſt force 
Will ftrike the blow for ſacred liberty 
The meaneſt ſoldier of our martial train 
This day ſhall prove himſelf a valiant hero. 
With double force ſhall every falchion ftcike, 
And tyranny expire at every blow. 

| HERALD. 
I had forgotten to inform my liege 
What, ere I left the palace, reach'd my ear. 
The princeſs, by her father's harſh command, 
Is cloſely guarded in yon aged fortreſs. 
To which, by ſecret, ſubterranean ways 
She was conducted, to avoid thy army. 
EDGAR. 

And do thoſe walls incloſe my dear Cordelia! 
Oh! guard them, heaven, with thy moſt ſure defence ! 
Let martyr'd ſaints protect thoſe battlements ! 
And flaming ſeraphs keep that ſacred entrance! 
Perhaps her gentle eyes ſurvey the field, 
And ſeek her Edgar thro' the warrior ranks; 
Nor ſhall they ſeek in vain! The thought inſpires 


My 
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My riſing foul with ardor not its own. 


I burn before her eye to prove my might ! 
To prove that I am worthy of her love ! 
Ofric I come! This hour ſhall end our ſtrife! 


Love, liberty, and glory be the word! 


"iy > - NE Hl. 


| KennzD, Os WALD. 


KENRED: ' | 


Well doth chis noble ardor ſuit thy 0 
Thy high deſcent and glorious eee 


Bleſs d in thy rule, ſhall Kent again become 


The dread and envy of furrounding end. 
- Deteſted tyranny ſhall hide its head, | f 


And 2 885 freedom fix and gild the throne, - 


- O8WwALD, / 


Kenred, upon this great eventful hour 
b 8 * life of ar a noble ehieftain. | 


K ENRED. 5 


Difſpel thy doubts. What dangers can we "09 


Wich ſuch an army, under ſuch a * 
Nay more, the ſoldiers of our enemy 


Are all our friends, as * will yy prov'd; 
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For though their bodies march in Segbert's ranks, 


Their hearts are all enliſted under Edgar. 
So that the ſavage troops of Oſric only 
Remain with any might to be oppos'd. 
OsWALD. | 
And theſe we -n oppoſe with equal numbers, 


_ [A charge ſounded without. 


„ ee ene 
Already are the eager ranks engag' d. 
Now, Oſwald, is the time to free our necks 
From painful and debaſing ſervitude. 
And here draw I a ſword whoſe thirſty point 
Hath taſted of the nobleſt blood in Mercia ; 
Nor ſhall it in the ſcabbard be replac'd, _ 
Till death or victory hath freed its maſter, 


m—_—_—._ 


—_ 
— 


D 
V 


An Apartment in the Tower. 


CoRDELIA. 


The battle rages high, and ghaſtly death 
At once puts on ten- thouſand hideous forms. 
| H 


Endure 


— © — 


ß DEFLLUIA 


Endure my ſoul ! Another hour endure 

This weight of terror ! In a ſingle hour 

All will be paſs'd! Oh! what may that produce ! 
The worſt is death! That confidence ſhall give 
Strength to my trembling heart. All will be paſs'd ! 
And all, perhaps, be well ! Oh! powers divine, 
Prote& my huſband ! Make him all your care! 
Give to his lifted arm a ten- fold ſtrength, 

And crown with laurels his victorious brow t 


. 4 2 
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CORDELIA, MATILDA. 


„ oth 


CORDELIA. 


— 


Haſt thou till now remain'd upon tlie tower, 
Viewing the ſanguine horrors of the field ? 


: 


MATILDA. 


But now, fair Queen, I left my fearful ſation, 
Where death and carnage reign in ghaſtly triumph. 
Furious, with dreadful ſhock the troops engage, 
And hand to hand, deal death at ev'ry blow. | 
Firſt in the ranks I ſaw your gallant lord; 
3383 His. 
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His ſable plumage wav'd along the field. 

Where e'er he turns confuſion ſpreads around, 
The battle thickens, and the ſlaughter ſwells. 
Terror and flight precede his rapid car ; 
Deſtruction follows, like a whelming flood, 
And floats his ſteps with gore. 


CoRDELIA: 
Saw'ſt thou the King ? 


MATILDA. 
Once did the king, ſurrounded by his guard, 
With deſperate puſh attempt your huſband's life; 
But ſoon diſpers d by his unrival'd arm, 
The furious band gave way, leaving their lord 
Expos'd, and in the power of his brave foe; 
Who calmly turning, with ſuperior look, 
Seem'd to repeat what late we heard him utter: 
The life of him who gave Cordelia being, 
To me ſhall ever be moſt dear and facred.” 
[ Shouts at a diſtance. 
| | ConnDEtia; |» 
What noiſe is that ? Near, and more near it comes! 
Return, I pray thee, to the battlement, 
And quickly bring me word how fares the day, 


„HE 
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SCENE v. 


| CORDELIA. 
Perhaps, o'er power'd with numbers, Edgar falls ! 
[ Claſhing of arms at a diſtance. + 

Ah me ! thoſe ſounds ! They pierce, they pierce my 

foul] ! 7 
Look, look, I ſee him ! Struggling hard with death, 
Cloſe preſs d, and cover'd o'er with many a wound. 
He falls, he falls! Oh! for a giant's ſtrength 


To burſt aſunder theſe ſtrong priſon gates, 
And ſnatch him from the murderer's power! 


SCENE. vl. 


CORDELIA, MATILDA, 1 


MArILDA. 
All's loſt. 
N ' CorDeLtan | 
What doſt thou mean ? Tell me the very worſt ! 
MATILDA. | 


As near the lofty battlement I drew, 
I heard unuſual tumult rage below, | 


And 
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And ſaw the battle gather to a point ; 
Where haughty Oſric and thy valiant Lord 
Were hand to hand, engag'd in hot contention. 
So ſwift their ſteely falchions flew around, 
They ſeem'd a fiercely bright and darting flame; 
And with fuch ſtrokes their well-prov'd armour rang, 
As might have cleft a pine, or knotted oak. 
At length the giant preſs d upon your Lord 
With ſuch a furious force 
CorDELtA. 
Enough ! Enough! 
MATILDA. 

With horror fill'd, I could not view the reſt ; 
But as I turn'd to bring the fatal news, 
A ſhout was rais'd by the triumphant foe 
Which ſeem'd to rend the ſky. He falls, he falls! 
I heard diſtinctly as I trembling fled. 

| CoRDELIA, | 
I pray thee ceaſe! My ſoul is wounded deep ! 
Too deep for cure, fave that which death affords. 
To that I fly! Yet hold fain would know 
The moſt minute particular of lus fate, 
Goand inquire. Bring mea full account. 
I pray thee go, and leave me to my forraws! 


MarII DA. 
Alas! deſpair is ſeated in your eye! 


I dare not leave you! 
H 3 Cor. 


— 


Gn el 


' \CORDELIA. 
Inſtantly obey me ! 
Nor in this moment of extreme diſtreſs, 
Vex me by oppoſition. Pray thee go! 
Leave me, dear maid! Go learn my huſband's fate, 
Thy melancholy tale ſhall ſooth my woe. 


| MATILDA. 
I muſt obey! but oh! be calm! bepatient! 


SCENE vn, 


CORDELIA. 

Fäare- well! fare-well for ever, faithful maid! 
I would not give thy gentle heart the pain 
To view the pangs of thy expiring miſtreſs. 
Now, Seward, will I prove thy boaſted potion. 

e 1 [Takes out the vick 
He told me its effect was certain death; A 
And that a fingle drop would well ſuffice 
To quench the dae Ke lamp of life. 


[Parſe 


V3 


Lmuſt be ek, or Oſric will be here! 
Hoy my heart trembles. -.- | | 
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Hence idle fear ! hence to the timid breaſt, 
Where ſoft enfeebling happineſs reſides; 

The wretch abſorb'd in miſery complete, 

Midſt all his torturing pangs, knows none of thee. 
Welcome! thrice welcome, ſweet refreſhing draught! 
Sweeter than is the long expected ſhower f 
To the tir'd tray'ller in the thirſty deſert, 
Oh! come and give the captive liberty ! 
Releaſe me quickly from this hated priſon, 
And bring me to my loye, 


| Drinks the porſon. 


Now, Oſric, come] Now, world, I ſcorn thy pow'r ! 
Not all thy greatneſs, all thy boaſted joys, 

Can lure my ſoul to with a moment's lay, 

Not all the tortures tyrants can deviſe 


Can give this ſtedfaſt heart another pang ! 


SCENE VII. 
EDGAR, CORDELIA. 


| EDGAR. 
Where is my love ! my wife ! my dear Cordelia! 
come to bring thee life and liberty; 100 
N To 
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To free thee from this baſe, unworthy priſon, 
And ſeat thee on my throne. 


CoRDELIA. 
Art thou alive! 
Oh! ; joy that words poſſeſs not power tt to utter! 


EDGAR. 
How ſhall I ſpeak the rapture of my ſoul ! 
Haſte, let me bear thee from this wretched priſon, 
II ſuited to thy virtues and thy greatneſs. 
Een now my faithful people wait without, 
Expecting from thy ſmiles the ſweet reward 
Of ev'ry loyal, bold, and glorious Jeed. 


CORDELIA. 
How aid thou *ſcape from Oſric's IR ſword? 


EDGAR. 
Oſric no longer breathes; no longer boaſts 
The power to interrupt our happineſs. | 


CORDELIA. 
My father---- 


EDGAR. 
bs Lives, and ſoon ſhall be reſtor'd 
To all his wonted ſtate and Wand 


CoRDELIA. 
Then I indeed am bleſs'd! el. 
Diſtracting recollection ! loſt Cordelia ! mY 


* 


EDGAR. 
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| EvGa. 
Why 3 my love? What can diſtreſs her now ? 
Oh! ſmile Cordelia on thy happy huſband ! 
Will not my love rejoice in my ſuccels ? 


| CORDELIA. | 
I do! Ido! 


EDGAR. 
Why doſt thou look ſo pale? | 
Speak, thou kind ſoftner of my ev'ry care! 
Thou dear partaker of my ev'ry joy! 


CoRDELIA. 
Oh! I am bleſs d! I do indeed rejoice! 
Ves, I am happy! loſt! undone Cordelia! 


EDGAR. 
What oſt thou mean! ſpeak, nor diſtratt my ſoul! 


CORDELIA.” 
Oh! I have been too raſh ! I thought thee dead. 


| EDGAR. 
My ſoul is on the rack! ſpeak! ſpeak! relieve me! 
CorDELIA. 
Thy fears are juſt. 1 thought---1 thought thee dead; 
And all unable to endure thy lols, 
Or bear the thought of what unbounded fear 


Preſented as moſt certain to enſue, 
Have ſwallow'd poiſon. 


EDGAR. 


— 


CORDEL IA. 


EDGAR. | 
Ye offended powers ! 


| CORDEL1A. 
Oh! fatal! fatal raſhneſs and deſpair ! 
How have I daſh'd the cup of bliſs away, 
When juſt preſented to my eager hand! 


EDGAR. 

Had heav'n depriv'd me of each earthly good; 
Stripp'd me of glory, dignity, and ſplendor, 
But taking theſe had kindly left me thee, 

Oh! I had flill been rich and bleſs'd its bounty! 
But loſing thee, all, all is loft for ever! 

Why did I leave the fatal potion with thee! 

Oh madneſs? madneſs? 


| CorDEL1A. 
Wherefore throbs my heart! 
Ah me! how ſwift are death's unwelcome ſteps ! 
Vainly the wretched for his preſence cali, 
But to the happy on the lightning's wing 
The envious demon flies. My heart is cold! 
N feels its ĩcy- hand! ſupport, ſupport me! 


BY Ee An. 
Oh! name it not! we muſt not! will not part! 
Con pEIIA. 
Now, now I feel the piercing ſting of death; | 
"Tis guilt, dread guilt, that points it into anguiſh ; | 
Oh! 
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Oh! I have merited this torturing moment 
My weak diſtruſt of heav'n hath well deſerv'd it! 
How ſhall I meet offended juſtice ? How, 
Oh! how ſhall thy Cordelia dare appear 
Where the ſelf-murderer ſtands ! 
EDGAR, 1 
0 Thou wring'ſt my ſoul! 
Mine was the guilt; the miſery is mine! 
* N 

CogDELIA.; | 
How have I blaſted all thy promis'd joys, 
Clothing gay triumph in a mourning weed! 
Oh ! Edgar, drive me from thy memory ; 
Baniſh a wretch unworthy of thy ſorrow! 


SCENE IX. 


EDGAR, CORDELIA, SEWARD, 


CorRDELIA. 
Yet do not quite forget me ! think ſometimes 
How much I lov'd, and how much fear'd to loſe thee. 
Be thou the means of happy reconcilement 
Between my father and his injur'd ſubjects; 
| : Forgive 


Mb ELIA, 


Forgive the pangs I now occaſion thee, 
And bear my death with manly reſignation. 
| _____ SEWARD. 985 
No! live, fair Queen, a bright and pure example 
Of chafte connubial love and conſtancy. 
EDG AR. 
What mean'ſt thou ? Speak, while I have ſenſe to 
r . Hon 
SEWARD. & 
Pardon, my queen, the only diſobedience 
Thy old inftruftor e er was guilty of. 
You ſtrongly urg d me to prepare a potion, 
Whoſe dire eſſect was ſure and inſtant death. 


Ia you reſolute, and thought it vain, 


With weak perſuaſion, to oppoſe the ſtream 

Of love, and terrorbord'ring on deſpair. 

Much did I fear to offend my royal miftrels ; 

But more that aweful, all-ſurveying Being, | 

Upon whoſe will depends the fate of man. | 

Not daring long to heſitate, I took 

Some wholeſome balſams, and the expreſs d juice 

Of certain nauſeous, medicinal herbs ; 

And fo combin'd their ſeveral qualities. 

As to produce, in him that ſwallow'd them, 

A faint, but tranſient fickneſs; which remov'd, 

Should leave the ſpirits active, chear'd and ſtrength- 
| en d. A | FI | +7 | | 

: | CoR- 


* 
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Co RDELIX. 
Oh! Edgar, I ſhall die indeed, with joy! 
Support ! ſupport me in thy dear! dear arms ! 


| EDGAR. 
Thou treaſure of my foul! my only bliſs! 
Words have not power to ſpeak my extacy. 


CORDELIA. _ 
Reſcu'd from miſery ; perhaps eternal! 
To heav'n I bend, in heart-felt gratitude! 
Fix' d on that wiſdom which no error knows, 
Upon that goodneſs which can never fail, 
No future doubi my confidence ſhall move, 
Or fink my ſteadfaſt hope to cold deſpair. 


| EDGAR. | 
Thou excellent old man, to whom we owe 
Theſe preſent tranſports, and each future hour 
Of ſocial love, of peace and happinels, 
Say, how ſhall we reward thy ſteady virtue ? 

_* SEWARD. 

I am already ſatisfied, rewarded | 
Een to the full extent of my deſires, 


SCENE 
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To the kind error of thy friendly zeal. | 
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Cornptiita, MariLDA, Encar, KENRED, OS 
WALD, SEWARD, Officers, Lords, and Attendants. 


| 6 & ; KEN RE D. | 
Health, and ten-thouſand happy, glorious years 
Attend our moſt beloy'd and gracious ſovereigns! ; 


_  MarTit.da. 
Oh! laber . happy beyond all hope! 
Forgive, my gracious Queen, the raſh miſtake 
Which plung'd a dagger in thy gentle boſom! 


: I thought thy lord retir'd, oer-power'd by Oſric. 
What was indeed a feint to draw him on, 

And throw him from his guard, I deem d th' effet 
Of ſtrength unequal, and affrighted fled. 


And when our glorious king, with force collected, | 
Drove his keen falchion to his rival's heart, | 
The general ſhout, rais'd by our victor friends, 
Seem'd, to my weaken'd and aſtoniſh'd ſenſe, 

TH infulting triumph of our enemies. 


CorDELtA. g 
Tis well, my good Matilda, all is well ! 
Perhaps we owe part of our preſent joy 


MATILD&, 
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8 MATILDA. 

A ſecond time, I fear, it is my fortune 

To pain your feeling heart. The King is dead. 
CORDELIA. 

My father! ſaid you not he was alive? 


KENRED. 
Explain, fair maid, art thou aſſur'd of this? 


MATILDA. 
My lord, I am moſt certainly aſſur'd. 
By order of the prince, his royal priſoner, 
With every mark of reverence and duty, 
Attended by his old domeſtic guard, 
Paſs'd from the blood-ſtain'd field towards the ** 
The ſtreets were throng'd with gaping multitudes, 
The windows full of eyes, and e'en the roofs 
Were loaded by the eager populace, 
When juſt alighting from his ſplendid car, 
He rais'd himſelf aloft, and caſt around 
A look of threat'ning hate and ſtern defiance. 
When, from the center of the murmuring croud, 
A fatal arrow came, which, wing'd with death, 
Drove, furious, to his heart. FP 

CORDELIA, 

Unhappy prince! 

Alas ! it was thy daughter's ardent hope, 
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By filial love and unabating duty, 
To footh thy ſorrows and ſupport thy age. 
Perhaps he died, ſuſpecting my intentions. 


Perhaps he thought I would have riſen to greatneſs 


Upon a father's ruin. 

EDGAR» 

Ceaſe, Cordelia. 

Let not affliction for remedileſs illss 
Oppreſs, with uſeleſs cares, thy gentle heart. 
To public welfare private griefs give place. 
Three kingdoms look to us for peace and ſafety. 
Tis ours, by equal and well temper'd laws, 


- Firmly adminiſter'd, to raiſe our country ; 


To make it great and powerful, wiſe and virtuous. 
And while our public afts and regulations | 
Increaſe its grandeur, fix its legal rights, 

And render permanent its peace and glory, 

Our private virtues and domeſtic love 

Shall teach it this beſt leſſon, TO BE HAPPY.” 


. 
THE END. 
———— ——— 
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Dramatis Per ſonæ. 


—_— 


ME KM. 
ELYSANDER. 
LYCIDAS. 
GLAUCUS. 
CLI TOR. 
PLAUTIUS. 


—_— 
WOMEN. 


EONSTANTIA. 
CLEMENE. 


Scene the Royal Palace in Cyprus: 
Time, THAT OF REPRESENTATION» 
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S C E N E 1. 
GLAUCUs, CLITOR 
N 
| 'GLAUCUS: © 
O liberal hath our reception been, 
F Scarce we accuſe the fiercely raging winds 
Which wreck'd us on your coaſt ; a coalt fo fair, 
That happy deities might quit their heaven, 
And range, well pleas'd o'er its delightful ſcenes. 
| | | .CLiror, | 05 
Vet well we mark with what impatient haſte 
You ſeek to leave us, as if cloy d and tir d, 
Elen by the kindneſs ye would ſeem to praiſe. 
Ts GLavcus. 
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GLAUCUS. 

* There is a magic in the name of home, | 
Which draws with irreſiſtible attrathon, 
Chaining the heart in nature's firmeſt bonds. 
Our habits, ſentiments and modes of living, 
To which, by early uſage we are faſhion'd, 

All widely differ from your Cyprian manners. 


CLI TOR. | 
Our cuſtoms better ſuit your youthful prince; 
| Nor ſeems he to regret his native Crete. 
| Pleaſure, congenial to the foul of man, 
Flath, if I greatly err not, charms for him 
Stronger than local modes and ſentiments. 
Pleaſure ! the natural ſun-ſhine of the ſoul, 
When not obſcur'd by age or apathy. 
Moſt cruel he who, from the lip of youth, 
Eager to taſte its ſalutary ſweets, 
Would ſnatch her magic cup. 1 N 


— 


GLAUCUS. 
Well haſt thou nam d 

Pleaſure a ſorcereſs! her dangerous wiles 

Debaſe the noble mind, and ſubje& reaſon 

To her ufurp'd dominion. May Lyſander 

Ne'er taſte the poiſonous ſweets her cup contains. 
Sweets that pervert the heart, enervate ſtrength, 
And ſhade bright judgement with the clouds of folly. 
Though 
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Though never parent lov'd an only ſon, 

Or duteous ſubject more rever d his prince, 
Than I this noble and accompliſh'd youth; 
Rather than ſee him thus ignobly loſt, 
Would that the boiſterous waves he late eſcap'd, 
Had whirl'd him, wafted on their mountain ſurge, 
And thence ingulf d him in th' unfathom'd __ 


| Curron. 
Did it not ſeem to thee a public wrong, 
When kingly power was veſted in thy ſon, BY 
Thyſelf being left an undiſtinguiſh'd ſubjet? . 
GLAUCUS. 

Far other. When. tlie people's general voice 
Confirm'd the teſtament of royal Pelius, _ 
And plac'd Lyſander on the vacant throne; a 
By merit rais'd, glorious pre- emigence! 


ry 


. Ma 
* * ot 


For Crete I felt a patriotic joy ; 
On which, I hop'd, a ſovereign was beſtow d, 
Fitted to-govern and to bleſs mankind: 
But for himſelf, I pray'd each ſacred power 
To render light the gorgeous load their wills 
Had heap'd upon him, and to guide his 1 
Safe thro* the rough, the dangerous paths of greatuels. 
But hear me, Jove ! Should the exalted ſtate 
He thus attain'd, inſpire his youthful mind 


With wild ambition, or unmanly pride; 


Or link him into the effeminate ſlave | 
19 Of 
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Of idle and debaſing luxury; 
Snatch thou the ſceptre from his feeble hand, 
And give to Crete a monarch more deſerving ! 

___ Crtiror, 
Thy rigid virtue knows not to diſtinguiſh | 
Between th' extremeof vice, and heaven-born pleaſure; 
But fearful of imaginary ill, 
Would rob mankind of all that's truly good. 
The gods in pleaſure find an active bliſs ; | 
And he who is the moſt poſſeſs'd of her, 
* moſt in happinefs reſembles them. 


GLavevs. 


Deluſive aber 1 fitted well to ſerve 


The ſhrine of your too ſubtile, potent goddeſs. 
But know tis virtue that exalts the ſoul, 
And gives to man a ſemblance of perfection, 
The deeper of her ſacred influence = 

Her votaries drink, the more their ſouls expand, | 
The more enlighten d, ſtrong and free become, 
Scorning thoſe mean and groſs delights which ſway _ 
The ſenſual mind, and bend it far beneath TEES 


What heaven aſlign'd its native dignity. 


CLtitoR. 
1 too far from candor doſt thou ſwerve ; 
Too hardly doſt thou judge our Cyprian manners þ 


Accuſing us of grols and ſenſual yice, \ 
In 
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TIl ſuited to the well-taught, poliſh'd mind, 
And which our ſouls diſdain as much as thine, 


. _ GLAvEus. 
'Clitor, I grant your manners form'd to pleaſe, 
Your poliſh'd accents charm th' attentive ear, / 
And fair refinement her bright mantle throws 
Ober the uncomely ſhape of giant vice. 
But ſtill the monſter his foul form retains, 
'Tho' veil'd from view, and grac'd with ſoften'd name. 
Clirox. 
Thou deem'ſt then all ſhow devoid of ſubſtance, 
And only bold, unmanner'd ſtrength of mind 
Deſerving praiſe. Still hold thou that opinion; 
And wrap'd in ſullen, ſelf- idolatry, 
Condemn thoſe ſoft civilities of life, 
Which we eſteem beyond your boaſted frenzies. 
But tho' thou thus condemn the vulgar herd, 
Our queen may juſtly claim thy gentler thoughts. 
To every graceful female elegance, 
Doth ſhe not join exalted piety ? | 
Haſt thou obſerv'd how many ſplendid domes, 
All rais'd by her command, our city crown? 
In theſe each hour devoted victims bleed, 
And altars ſmoke to our divinities. 


 GLAUCUS, : | 

Say by what right holds ſhe the Cyprian crown ? 

Is not her name branded with uſurpation? | | 
65: I 4 | How 
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How dares ſhe to addreſs thoſe ſacred powers 


Who hate injuſtice, while her lawful king 


Pines in captivity, and counts it favor 
To breathe, where he was born to give command. 
What tho' your temples ſhine with rich oblations, 
Tho' every hour whole hecatombs are ſlain, 


And ſmoking altars flow with ſweet libations 


What are ten-thouſand atts of warm devotion, 
The ſecret vow, claſp'd hands and lifted eye, 
To the pure incenſe of one pious deed, 

One ſtroke of juſtice, or one att of mercy, 


CLI TOR. 
This accuſation falls not on the queen, 
Who by direct ſucceſſion holds the crown, 
To her deſcended from her father's head. 


What tieaſon was in him, in her is right, 
. ' : 


All ſhow of uſurpation ſhaded o'er | 


By time, and favorable circumſtance ; 


No heir remaining of the royal line, (5 

Lyſimachus, from age, unfit to govern, 

And all things gliding into even courſe, 

Beneath her mild and equal government. 
GLavcus. 

Fear'd not the traitorous Theron to uſurp 

His royal maſter's throne, yet ſpare his life? 


CLitoR. 184 


He durſt not further irritate the vulgar, 


Wh 
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Who lov'd the paſſive, weak Lyſimachus; 

Whom, ſtranger to all art, bold Theron knew 
Unable to effect his own deliverance ; 

And therefore to cloſe priſon he conſign'd him, 

Till life, with paſling years, ſhould gradual walks.” 


GLAUCUS. 
How far d it with the prince, his infant ſon? 


CLi1ToR. 
Slain in the fierce and general maſſacre 
Of all the royal houſe. The king excepted,” 


Not one of all the numerous line was ſav'd. 


Gravevs. 
And think'ſ thou ſuch injuſtice ſhall ſucceed 7 
Such guilt paſs ſafe, unpuniſh'd by the gods? 
Tho' vengeance ſleeps, it dies not unappeas d. 
Nor cools the thunderbolt, tho long reſtrain d. 


CL1TOR. 

Theſe are the dreams of harſh RTE 
The gods, repos'd in perfect bleſſedneſs, ok W452 
Heel not the actions of poor erring man. 9 

© Gravevs: 8 
Have I not heard the father of your queen 
Bequeath'd her, and his kingdom, to the heir 
Of his inſidious houſe, young Lycidas? 

CL1tOR. 

He recommended him to fair Conſtantia, 


Wuh 
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With her to ſhare the regal dignity ; 
And by decree, made it unlawful for her 
To wed another. 


GLAUCUS. - 
What delays their union? 
Cxrrok. 
Cre this it was expected; but of late, 
The queen appears averſe to love and him; 
Nor will permit her courtiers e en to mention 
W her future nuptials. 


* GLAUCUS. 
Perhaps ſome other hath engag'd her heart. 


|  _-CLiTOR. 
Tis well conjectur d. If aright I read 
Her looks and words, it is not love ſhe ſcorns, 
But Lycidas. Nor wiſhes ſhe to pals | 
Her life in ſingle, ſolitary ſtate; | 
But with the youth united, whom her heart *y 
-SeleQs from an adoring multitude, | 


- GLAUCUS. 
Unhappy he who join'd with her in flate, 
With her muſt ſhare the guilt of uſurpation, 
Of foul rebellion, treachery and murder ; 
Which with her father's crown to her deſcends, 
And muſt with her abide, while ſhe retains 
he prize for which theſe crimes have been committed. 
CLITOR, 


CLiToOR. 
Yet few who view our iſland and its queen, 
Would heſitate to riſſ the fearful hazard. 
But ſee our lovely fovereign. She approaches, 
Attended by thy ſon, her favor'd gueſt. 

| GLAUCUS. 

He now is bidding her adieu; for e're 
To-morrow's ſun ſhines in the golden eaſt, 
He means to quit fair Cyprus, and to ſteer 
For his own native Crete. But ſee, they come. 
The ſpeed of our departure calls me hence. 
Fare-well. May health and happineſs attend you. 


P— —  — 
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CoNSTANTIA. {| 
And are ye then reſolv'd ſo ſoon to leave us? 
Kind was the ſtorm which blew ye on our coaſt, 
But till your ſhatter'd bark could be repair'd, 
"Twas to the ftorm alone we ſtood indebted. 
For the rich feaſt of your ſociety. | 
But now, that riding ſtately on the waves, 
She ſpreads her fails inviting to the wind, 


* 
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Each ſingle hour of voluntary ſtay 

Becomes a pledge of precious amity, 

Which we with pleaſing care will treaſure up. 

And regiſter in gratitude's fair annals. 
LIS AN DER. 

In gratitude's fair annals, gentle queen, 

Your liberal bounty to a ſhip-wreck'd ſtranger, 

In characters moſt clear, ſhall be recorded; 

Nor, tho' the diſtant ocean flow between us, 

Shall time itſelf deface the facred page. 


ConsTANTIA. 

But when the diſtant ocean flows between us, 
What will ſuch kind remembrance then avail ? 
More precious is one hour of preſent converſe 
Than thouſands ſpent in fruitleſs, painful withes. 
EYSANDER. | 

Could I attend ts friendfhip* $ gentle voice, 
Conſtantia would not vainly aſk my ſtay. 5 
But ſtrong occaſion urges my departure. 
Already Crete hath mourn'd my doubtful loſs. 
From off her cliffs, whoſe tops o'crhang the ſea, 
Their anxious looks my faithful people caſt, 
To meet my veſſel, riding on its waves; 
And half they chide her {lowly lingering courſe, 
And half they fear ſome terrible diſaſter ö 
HFath buried * beneath their whelming force. | 


Already, 
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Already, wing'd with pleaſure's gayeſt plumes, 


Three jocund days have ta'en their heedleſs flight, 


Since in your port my full-fail'd bark hath rode; 


Another, and another would ſucceed, 
And new enjoyment ſtill invite my ſtay, 
Till Crete, deſpairing of my wilh'd return, 
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Would chuſe another lord; from whence muſt ſpring 
Convulſions fierce, involving my lov'd country 


In all the horrors of domeſtic war. 


Should I not then, with many a heart-felt ſigh, 


Deplore that weak and cruel ſelf-indulgence 


Which held me chain'd to your too pleaſing ſhore, 


When 1 call'd me to the rocks of Crete. 


| ConsTANTIA. 

Let Crete elect herſelf another lord, 

And let him rule her rocks and barren ſands ! 
But no ! I vainly ſeek to keep thee here. 
Like froward children, who preter the cot 
Cuſtom hath made familiar to their eyes 
Before the ſplendors of a royal dome, 

Een in the midſt of greatneſs, eaſe and joy, 


Thy heart repines, and ſighs for rocky Crete. he 


Yet, if reporting travellers ſpeak true, 
Our Cyprus to your iſle bears ſuch compare 
As bright an to the barren north, © 


LyYSAND ER, 
We boaſt not of our verdant, fertile flelds; 
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Yet Crete wants not for many a ſmiling vale, 
Freſh paſtoral ſtream, and zephyr-breathing grove; 
But if the treaſures of the ſoul have value; 
If temperance, pureneſs, and ſimplicity, 
If honor, valor, manly fortitude, | 
If theſe may be efteem'd a nation's wealth, 
Old ocean doth not gird a richer iſle. 
| CONSTANTIA. 
Oh! happy iſle, where every virtue dwells, 
4 Why was not I a native of thy plains! 
Give me, ye powers, from Ida's rocky cliffs, 
To view this rich, this ſo much favor'd land! 
To mix with ſouls ſo ſimple and refin'd, 
Till mine ſhall catch a portion of their virtue. 
Læxs Ax DER. 

How difficult the taſk to ſay adieu, 

When .—é—é urges ſweet delay)! 

© _ConsTanTia; 

The taſk, by choice impos'd is ſeldom ſo. | 

Enough hath life of pain and hard conſtraint, 
Nor needful is the ſelf-inflifting hand 
To ſwell the ſum of human miſery. 

5 LysAN DER. 
Too forcibly I feel that painful truth. 

CONSTANTIA. - 


It inclination urges thy delay, |; 
. What 


1 
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What calls thee hence? What can prevent thy ſtaying > 

What pleaſures can thy native Crete afford 

Which liberal Cyprus cannot well beſtow ? 

LYSANDER. 

Were pleaſure arbitreſs, my choice were certain, 

Her ſoft, inchanting voice would ſoon decide, 

And chain me, willing captive, at thy feet. 

But duty calls, with ſtern and threatening voice, 

Nor dare I diſregard her ſtrict command, 

Though to obey her be a torturing death. 

CoxsTANTIX. 

How eaſy to Lyſander is the taſk 

Of ſelf-denial. But why ſtoop to feign 

This kind reluctance? Rather boldly fay, 

As truth would diate, choice invites thee hence. 

Perhaps our friendſhip, the* not quite unſought, 

Pleas'd but with novelty; and having liv'd | 

The tedious change of three revolving moons, 

Dilguſts as much as it was wont to charm. 
LxSsAN DER. 

Ah! never from this true, this faithful heart, 

Thy kindneſs, or thy merits ſhall be baniſh'd ; 

Nor e'er ſhall paſs an hour of future life, 

In which the halcyon day I ſpent with thee, 

Furniſh'not memory with a ſweet regret, 

At once. its deadlieſt poiſon, and its balm. 


CoxsrAN TIA. 


| 
| 
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| . ConsTANTIA.., i 
Then wilt Sa not refuſe the laſt requeſt 
Which ever parting friendſhip ſhall prefer, 
One other day delay thy purpos'd voyage! 
Too negligent bath our reception been; _ 
Too little ſpeaking the reſpett and honour. ® 
A royal gueſt demands, We truſt to-morrow | 
Shall make ſome light amends for our heglect. 
Devoted ſhall it be to feſtive Sites: +: 
Sacred to ſocial bliſs, and deathleſs fendlbip. T 


LyYSAN DER. 
Can human ſtrength reſiſt ſo fair a pleader ? 
Be then to-morrow happy as to day ; 
Sacred to ſocial bliſs, and to Graltantia, 


| -CONSTANTIA.:. 
Another 8 is added then to life! 
Go bid prepare for every feſtive rite; Joey 
Bid Cyprus put forth all her ſplendid ſtate. 
Bid muſic ſound and revelry begin, 


And joy in every varying form combine, 


To greet Conſtantia's laſt of happy days. 
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ConsTANTIA, CLEMENE, LYSANDER. 


LYSAN DER, 3 


Forbid it, heaven! May all thy future days 

Be peace and pleaſure. Ah! with whom but thee 
Should heaven- born happineſs delight to dwell. 

I go but to inform my faithful train 

Of this delay, and quickly will return. 

The evening mild invites thee to the ſhade 

Where roſes bloom, and murmuring rivulets flow ; 
There let me find thee,/ and in converſe ſweet 

Paſs one ſhort hour. How ſhort when paſs'd with thee! 


4 r - 2 
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SCENE. IV. 


e bl 


Sanum Gase b. 


CosrANTIA. 
There will I be; and as the rivulet glides, 
Count how each day our pleaſures run to waſte. 
But hence be every melancholy thought! * 


This hour, at leaſt, we'll dedicate to joy. , 
WIS. Cz = XY; 
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The future reſts in fate's unopen'd page, 
And will, perhaps too quickly, be unfolded. 


| CLEMENF, 
Whither, alas! doth this wild paſlion lead ? 
Reflect on royal Theron's laſt decree ; 
On Lycidas, and on the Cyprian laws; 
+ All land oppoſed to its uneven courſe. £2 


CONSTANTIA. 
Talk not to me of Lycidas or Cyprus 
Let Cyprus fink into her native ocean, 
Ere from her heart Conſtantia's hand disjoins. 


SCENE V. 
CONSTANTIA, CLEMENE, LyciDas, 
: ; 


| 


"oY moſt . queen, a moment's hearing 

To him whom once you deign'd to bleſs with ſmiles. 

Permit your Lycidas, in ſoft complainings, | 

To mourn a change which fills his ſoul with anguiſh. 
CONnSTANTIA. | | 

Detain me not. 1am in haſte. Fare-well. 

Some other time, perhaps, 1 may have leiſure | 

To hear theſe * details of fancy d woe. 


| 
Trenne In 
| 
| 
| 
Z 
' 


LyciDASs _- +1 


Win. fair Conſtantia, am I doom di in vain N 
To 
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To ſigh for all my ſoul defires and loves ? 
For what offence, what unintended crime, 
Am I thus baniſh'd from that earthly heaven 
Thy gentl e ſmiles, in which alone 1 live? 
That heaven, to every other open'd wide, 
And only clos'd to me me who approach 
With privileg'd permiſſion. Ah! fair queen, 
Why is it thus? Why, when with humbleſt love, 
I ſeek to ſpeak the dictates of my heart, 
And at thy feet breathe forth-my ardent vows: 
Why are you ſtill in haſte ? Why ſtill intent 
To fruſtrate my fond wiſh ? Or buſineſs calls, 
Too urgent to be left for future hour ; 
Or ſome projected pleaſure, which delay'd 
Is from its nature loſt, cuts ſhort my theme 
When ſcarce begun ; or with a ſtately frown 
And cold reſerve, you awe me into ſilence; 
| CoxsTANTIA. 
And would'ſt thou then perſuade me to delay 
Important buſineſs, urgent to my flate, 
To hear ſoft amorous vows of idle love? 
And Pleaſure! Who ſhall interrupt her ſway ! 
Who ſhall intrude upon thoſe happy hours 
To her devoted! Much, alas ! too few 
Hath human life to boaſt ! That happy few; 
Nor thou, nor any, dare to circumvent. 
LyciDaAs. _ 


But may I not, without preſumption, hope - 
x K 2 To 


— > ——— — 


„eber er 


5 To ſhare in ay Conftantia' s hours of pleaſure: — 


May I not ſometimes be allow'd to urge 
The paſſion which enſlaves my faithful heart 5. 
A paſſion fading time ſhall never change, 
Nor een an that laſt reſource, can cure. 


- @ * * 2 


CoxsrgN 11A. A 


Greatneſs hath much attraction. Who re os 


With ardent perſeverance 1 woo a crown? 


71692! ra CEmbR ©. 
Suſpect me eee eee ſordid. 


Ah ! better learn to know thoſe heavenly: charms: - 
Which hold my captive heart in ſweet ſubjection. 


Charms which ſhall ſtill inflave me to thy power, | 


Tho' monde am. pe 9: thea_g. cos 


CoxsTAN TTA. 
Upon thy word alone muſt I depend 


For the performance of this lover's: ar! 


Eaſily made, and eaſy to be broken, | 
The oft told tale of every idle ſuitor.. 3 
From equals only can we hope return 

Of love difint'reſted, and aner 

In them alone expect to view the heart, 

Unveil'd by fawning flattery and ambition. 
Till thou can'ſt raiſe thyſelf, or humble me, | 
Ne'er 0 in tations fit for love.” et 4: 


 ENGIDas. 1 
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When, from the numerous youth who fill'd his court, 
Me he ſelected, and on me beſtow'd _ | 
The promiſe of that hand. A gift ſo rich, 
The world hath nothing, which with it compared | 
Is fair or excellent. Nor can I loſe 

The dear poſſeſſion of ſo vaſt a prize 

In filent acquieſcence. Kneeling thus, 

For ever will I pour my ſighs of love, 

Till melted by their fervor, thou'conſent 

To bleſs me with that dear, that promis'd hand. 


Con STANTIA, 
My father fondly deem'd the female arm oY 
Too void of neceſſary ſtrength and firmneſs, 
To guide the ponderous machine of ſtate; 
And therefore join d thy aid, as what he thought 
Needful for its ſupport. Miſtaken fears ! 
The cold, weak caution of ill-judging age. 
But build not thou thy raſh, preſumptuous hopes | 
On ſuch a flight foundation. Be aſſur d 
Myſelf am equal to the taſk of ruling ; 
Nor will I be compell'd to yield my ſceptre 
To forward petulance, or bold pretenſion. 
Whate'er I do ſhall be the effect of choice, 
That choice is yet uncertain, and may fall 
On thee, or on ſome other more deſerving ; 
But till it is my pleaſure to decide, 
Obſerve me, ſir! I will not be importun'd! 

K 3 Much 
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Much leſs endure th' inſulting perſecutions, 

Th' unmanner'd interruptions, and intruſions 

Upon my leiſure and moſt private thoughts, 

Which I have lately been ſubjected to. 

That friendſhip hath its privilege I grant; 

But it extends not to theſe liberties, 

Nor makes the ſubjęct equal to his prince. 
_LyciDAs. 

Amazing change ! From whence can it proceed ? 

She who ſo late admitted of my claim, 

And willingly confirm'd her father's promiſe, 

Now ſcorns my love, and flies me with diſdain, 

Ves, it is ſo ! Too plainly I perceive it! 


This wandering Cretan, this accurs'd Lyſander 
Fath gain'd her wavering heart. Inconſtant woman 


But ſo ſhall not my hope be fruſtrated; 
Nor will I be ſupplanted by this ſtranger, 
Either in my ambition or my love. , | |_| 
Conſtantia, thy advice will 1 purſue! FI 
And that we may in equal ſtations meet, 
Will either raiſe myſelf, or humble thee. 


END OF ACT THE FIRST: 


, 
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ACT 1. 
SCENE 1. 


LysANDER, GLAUCUS. 


LYSANDER. 
Accuſe me not of weakneſs. Didſt thou know 
How much this heart hath ſtruggled and endur'd, / 
Thau rather would'ſ applaud its conſtancy. 
GLAUCUS. | 
Yes, it was weakneſs! Weakneſs in th' extreme! 


| LYSANDER, 
What could I leſs, intreated as I was 
By one ſo fair, from whom I have receiv'd 
Such hoſpitable kindneſs, undeſery'd 
And unreturnable ; what could I lefs 
Than yield a ſingle day to her requeſt ? 
Gravcus. ' 
Sublime, above the groveling ſphere of ſenſe, 
Virtue, in ſelf-derived fecurity _ 
Reſides, and bids aſpiring man deſerve 
Her favor, and partake her bleffedneſs, | 
The paths to which ſhe points are ſteep and arduous ; 
Only to be preſerv d by ſtrong exertion, 
* | K 4 AnA 
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| And NPY perſevering reſolution ; - 


A hogs 1 can fure increaſe no . 


How many dangers, unforeſeen may lurk wa 


CONSTANTI A, 


He whom ach flight allurement draws aſide, 

Muſt never Wan to gain the glorious height. 
LYSANDER. 

Severely doſt thou ſcan this flight offence. 

Had I, with barbarous, obftinate reſiſtance, 

Refus'd compliance with her ſoft GY, 


E'en thou, all rigid as thy virtue is, 


 Would'ft r e me of unfeeling A 


"GLavcvus, 


Are broken ia then ſlight offences ? 


Twice haſt thou fix'd the hour for thy departure, 


. eue haſt n thy dangerous ſtay. 


FCC . 


SG᷑laucus. 17 2 is 
Within the compaſs of a ſingle day | 


To-morrow will be ſpent in feſtive rites, 
In feaſt, and dance, an&ſoft alluring fong. 
The fair enchantreſs, ever by thy fide, 
Will watch theſe ſoſtening moments to afſail — 
Thy: eaſy virtue, half ſubdued before, 7 
And if aright I ſee into thy heart, 

A certain nir on the e attempt. 


» Set wosd . 
* 3 g 


Lyse PLA, 
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Whence theſe ſtrange fears? What Sowa Joſt thou 
mean? 
The lovely queen ſeeks but to honour me 
With further proofs of her kind, partial friendſhip. 
What intereſt can ſhe feel in my delay, 
But ſuch, as ſinking deep into my foul, 
*Excites its warmeſt, tendereſt gratitude. 
Is ſhe not rich from nature and from fortune? 
Poſſeſſing in herſelf, and this fair iſland, 
All that is lovely and deſirable. 
Is ſhe not nature's pattern and perfection? 
Whate'er beſides is fair or excellent, - 
With her compar'd, ſhrinks into diſtant ſhades, - 
Leaving ber matchleſs form in full poſſeſhon 
Of the enchanted ſight, .. | | 
GLAUCUS, 
Yes, I muſt grant 

Her outward form is lovely; Nay; and more. 
When nature form'd her, in her infant mind 
She ſtrew'd the ſeeds of noble qualities. 
But luxury, like rank and poiſanous weed, 
Hath choak'd the growth of every precious virtue. 
So o'er her native Cyprea's verdant plains, 
Kind Ceres ſheds her ſtores with bounteous hand; 
Paints them with every tint gay Iris wears, - 
And loads them with her rich autumnal gold; 


But 
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But while the eye is feaſting on their charms, 
And ere the grape its Tuſcious juice beſtows, 
| | From the parch'd deſert and the trackleſs wild, | 
In countleſs myriads, the fell locufts ſwarm, 

And keenly faſtening on each tender plant, 
All nature blaſting with their baleful touch, 

Elyſium changes to barren waſte. | 

| 

| 


 Lys$ANDER. 
Thy upright ſoul, incapable of weakneſs, 
Stoops not to pardon faults it never knew. | 
But where, except in thee, hath reafon gain'd 

Supreme dominion o'er the human heart? 

If, midſt his force, and vaunted ſtrength of mind, 
Man feldom boaſts ſuch perfe& rectitude, \ 
Why in weak, female ſoſtneſs hope to find it? 
Should I reſtrain my heart from tenderneſs, 

Till fuch rare, wonderous excellence be found, 
Fitter for adoration than for love, 
Which hves by kind exchange of ſweet indulgence ; 
Life, to ſuch narrow limits circumſcrib'd, N 

| Would all be waſted in the uſelefs ſearch. 


GLAUCUS. 
Art thou ſo loſt to dignity and honour; 
So blinded by the dazzling miſts of paſſion, 
Thar thou can'ſt ſtoop, without a conſcious bluſh, 
To be the ſubtle advocate of vice? BY 
Haſte, bid thy mariners exert their oars, | | 


A 


And 
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And give che ſwelling canvas to the wind; 
Stay not another moment on this iſle, 
Leſt, quite infected by its poiſonous air, 
Thy ſickening foul loſe every manly virtue. 
Canſt thou ſo doat upon an outward form, 
Blind to the mind's well-known deformity, 
And ſunk in amorous pleaſure's ſoft oblivion, 
Forget the names of traitreſs and uſurper ? 
I ſee thy honour is not quite debas'd. 
Thy confcious eye betrays the inward ſtruggle _ 
'Thy generous heart endures. Let duty plead; 
The duty due to thy neglected country, h 
Whoſe voice hath rais'd thee from obſcurity, 
Hath call'd thee to the glorious taſk of ruling, 
And claims protection from thy ſceptred hand. 
| LYSANDER. 
Yes! I wil) rouſe the little that is left 
Of manly reſolution to my aid. | 
'T by voice, like that of heaven, ſhall guide my will. 
Be it thy buſineſs, as it is thy wiſh, 
To haſten every needful preparation 
For our departure hence this very night. 
GLavucus, 
"Tis well reſoly'd; and many a future hour 
Of glorious peace, and ſelf-approving joy, 
Shall teach thee to forget the pain of this. 
.  LysAN- 


— 


Truſt not the powerful magic of het eyes, 
8 Left all thy reſolution fink before i it, | 


Think not ſo meanly of me! Can ibe 
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' LyYSANDER.' 
E're the declining ſun ſinks in the weſt, 
Expect my coming. Till that hour arrive, 
I to the queen ſome brief excuſe muſt frame, 


For this our ſudden voyage, and the breach 


Of my late given word, for longer ſlay. 
This courteſy demands, and gratitude 
For the unbounded favor ſhe hath ſhown us. 


5 Gravevs. 
Tvere beſt by letter thou ſhould'ſt greet Conſtantia, : 


LYSANDER. | 


Thy ſon, yet bear a mind ſo weak and abject 7 
No! Tho' to leave her be than death more painful, 


That pain will I endure to prove myſelf 
Worthy to reign. in Crete, and call thee father, 


| _ GLavevs. : 
Lighter than air are loyer 8 promiſes, 2 
The idle ſport of paſſion' 8 fickle gale. © h a” 
Fly, whilſt thou haſt the power. Believe my words ; 
Ten thouſand reaſons urge our ſwift departure, 
Which, when we ſafely are arriv'd i in Crete, 
I, at our leiſure, will in full unfold. © 
Have I not often told thee that my be” 
Began in Cyprus, where I long poſſeſs d 


1 
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The confidence and favor of my king; | 
Till, over- powerd by Theron's treacherous wiles, 
I ſaw the crown, from his anointed head, 
Plac'd on the brows of that accurs'd ow 
With thee I fled to Crete, becauſe I ſcorn 
To bend my knee, to ſmile and court the — 
Into whoſe heart, had heaven beſtow'd the power, 
I gladly would "== plung'd th' avenging ſteel 4 
Will then the ſon I ſnatch'd from ſlavery, 

| Whom I have form'd, and train'd in virtue's paths, 
Thoſe paths which led his ſteps to fame and greatnelaz 
Will he return and beg the ſervile yoke? 2 


LVS AN DER. 
Prepare our veſſel; we will hence to night! 
Thy danger, rather than my on, e t | 
For much I wonder thou haſt been ſo long 
Conceal'd from all, in this thy native * 


GLaveus. 

Full twenty years have ta'en their circling flight, 
Wrinkling this brow, and on this hoary head 
Shedding theirwintry honours, ſince with thee | 
I quitted Cyprus; which with the feign'd name 
Ol Glaucus, hath conceal'd me from the knowledge 
Of many whom I well remember, ane | 

Have often ſeen, with fawning adulation, 

Kiſſing the hand of good Lycimacus; + Al 

Tho' now they deign not to pronounce his name, 
But 


— — —ũ—ä4—z—ẽãẽ . — — ———¼ ̃ͥ d ——ä— — 
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0 - LySsAN DER, CIITOR. 


Thou to thy queen ſhalt bear my warmeſt wiſhes, 


What, going, prince, without a laſt fare-well ? 


Fare-well. Be faithful to your lovely miſtreſs, | 
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But bend to her who weakly fways his ſceptre. 
Within an hour ſhall all things be prepar d 
For thy departure. Be not thou detain'd. 
Remember, nought on earth the gods account 
More ſacred than the honour of a king. 


1 
— 
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|  LyYSANDER, 
Clitor, in time moſt apt I meet with thee. 


Tell her neceſſity compels me hence, 
Compels me to retract the thoughtleſs promiſe 
I made of longer ſtay. Say, in my heart 

I fondly treaſure up her generous friendſhip ; 
Nor, till that grateful heart forgets to beat, 
Shall it forget the favors of Conſtantia. 


'Crrros. 


Without beholding our fair queen ? Tis ſtrange. 
LYSANDER. ' | 
Were it avoidable, I would not go. ws 


Oh! 
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Oh! may no heart approach her ſacred perſon, 
But ſuch as beats, ike mine, for her proſperity ! 


__ 


— 4 


SCENE II. 
Ly$ANDER, CONSTANTIA, CLiTor. 


| CoNSTANTIA. , 
Accuſe me not of avarice, Lyſander, 
If, when ſo ſmall my ſtore of happineſs, 
I fear to loſe the value of a moment. 
A moment! Oh its value is immenſe, | 
When ſtamp'd with friendſhip's pure and genuine 
image. 
Why would'ſt thou linger here, in idle talk 
With my attendants, while thy promis'd coming 
Detain'd me in impatient expettation ? 
LYSANDER, _ 
I am the ſport of folly ! and my heart, 
Weak as the feebleneſs of infancy, 
Submits by turns to each contending paſſion ! 
Conſtantia, I muſt leave thee ! Muſt ſuppreſs 
This ſtruggling tenderneſs, and ſay fare-well! 
ConsSTANTIA.. 3 48 

That thou muſt leave me, I'm too well aſſur'd. 
But why repeat th". unwelcome information ? 

; Ah! 
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Ah! os let the pleafitres of t6:motrow | 
Drive from our thoughts the painful recolleftion, 


- 


*5 LyYSANDER. 
To-morrow ſhall be painful as to-night 15 
Nor ever muſt another day of joy | 
Revive thoſe pleaſures I have ſhar'd with thee. - 
2 ConsranrIa. | 
What means "Lyſander? | 
LIS AN DER. 
Duty calls me hence. 
The haſty promiſe I too lightly made, 
She forces me, unwilling, to retract. 
This ** muſt I be gone. This very hour. 


Cons AN TIA. 

Can it be poſſible ? 2 

LysaN pk. | | | 
| It is too certain! | 
The mariners expect me now on board. 
My faith is pledg'd. ; 

: ConsTanTia. | A 
Ĩuby faith was pledg'd te to me, ZE 
nen 

Twas eee before engag d Abe ft ick 
Oh! my Conſtantia! honour's ſtern m_ 
And duty's ſacred call muſt be obey'd. ly 2 


| Look not with eyes ſo full of ſweet 47100 Itle⸗ 1011 
* Rather 


* 
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Rather deſpiſe the wretch ho muſt forſake thee; 
The ſlave whoſe ſubje& will is not his own ;\ 
Who quits, reluQant, all he would retain, 

And ſeeks, conſtrain'd, what he would gladly loſe. 


CONSTANTIA, 
And is one tranſient day ſo vaſt a boon? 
How many, in the coming years of life, - 
Wilt thou conſume in ceremonies vain, 
And tedious, oft repeated forms of ſtate ; 
Yet canſt refuſe a few ſhort, paſſing hours, 
To ſooth the tender ſorrows of a friend 
Whom, once departing, thou muſt quit for ever. 
. LySANDER. 

Conſtantia!. Oh ! there's muſic in that name! 
It melts my ſoul, and charms my ſtruggling reaſon. 
And muſt I leave thee then] For ever leave thee ! 
Oh ! never more muſt I behold thoſe eyes, 
Which dart on vulgar gazers aweful fire, 
But beam on me with ſweet benignity ; 
No more attend to that enchanting voice; 

Whole every ſound is breathing melody 
| CONSTANTIA. 
Lyſander, be ſincere. | Seek not to ſooth 
My wounded ſoul with words of ſoft deceit. 
Tell me, at once, if inclination urge 
Thy ſwift departure from our Cyprian ſhore ; 
Or does conſtraint, indeed, impel thy ſteps ? 4 
oy Or LysAN- 


* 
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TED was lb more averſe, 
Or hard conſtraint more painfully ſevere ! 


ConsTANTIA. a 
Then hence be coy reſerve, and female forms; 
And in my breaſt, holy ſincerity, 

And pure affection rule without reſtraint. | 

Stay and partake with me the Cyprian throne ; 
More than partake, poſſeſs it wholly thine. 
Proud of her lord, and glorying in ſubjection, 
Conſtantia. joyful, ſhall reſign her crown, 

And only ſeek to reign within thy heart, 

| LxSAN DER. 

Ah! ceaſe to overwhelm me with thy bounty! 

All powerleſs and unworthy as I am; 

Unable to return the ſmalleſt part 

Of all this boundleſs goodneſs ! | 

ConsrANTTA. 5 fl 

Think not ſo. 

Thy reign to happy Cyprus ſhall reftore 

Thoſe glorious virtues ſhe fo long hath loſt. 

By thy example fir'd, her generous ſons, 


No ſunk in ſoft, unmanly luxury, = 101 
Shall rouſe the native ardor of their ſouls. 
And ſcorning every wonted mean purſuit, | 

With ready ſteps, trace the neglected paths | | 
Which lead to Gcred honour and rens n. 
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Venus no more our deity ſhall be ; 
To higher powers ſhall Cyprian altars blaze ; 
And every day, whole hecatombs ſhall bleed, 
To Pallas, Dian, and great Cretan Jove. 
pag ne 
Oh! that the inſtant ſacrifice of life 
Could prove how warm, how deep the gratitude 
Which fills Lyfander's breaſt, Oh! that that life, 
That happy life, to Cyprus and Conſtantia * 
Could be indeed devoted! 
ConsTANTIA, 
What forbids ? 
L xs aN DER. 
Doſt thou not know, I am---alas ! a Cretan 
ConSTANTIA. 
Enough Lyſander ! Fully I am anſwer'd. 
 'LySANDER. 
Oh ! pity and forgive me ! Think what pangs, 
What cruel pangs, this boſom muſt endure, 
By hard neceſſity compel'd to ſeek 
What it would gladly loſe; and to reject, 
What to poſſeſs, would render earth a heaven. 
CONSTANTIA. 
Yes ! go and ſeek that heaven thou would'ſt poſleſs, 
Thy native rocks! whoſe rude and craggy cliffs 
Are ſoft, compar'd with thy relentlefs nature! 


L 2 There, 


I 
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There, with thy rigid father, proudly boaſt 
Of virtue which ne'er ſtoop'd to human feeling, 
Or, if a ſofter moment ſhould return _ 
And force the ſigh, unwilling, from thy breaſt, 
Give it to folly thou haſt never known, 

To female weaknels, and undone Conſtantia. 


LYSANDER. 


Oh! Glaucus, could'ft. thou ſtand a teſt like this? 
This moment mult I fly, or all is loſt. 


CoNnSTANTIA. 


Who ſeeks thy ſtay, or would prevent thy going? 
Hence, leſt thy mariners become impatient, 
Or 119120 ſtern father chide this _ delay. 


Lysan DER. 

Let us not part in anger On my knee 
I beg thy hand in pledge of amity. | 

in CONnSTANTIA. | | 
No matter how we part, ſince part we muſt. 
Why ſtoop to feign a tenderneſs thou feel'ſt not; 
Or ſeek to preſs the hand thou haſt rejetted ? 

| | LySANDER. 
Rejected! Oh Conſtantia ! could'ſi thou view 
My inmoſt ſoul, thou would'ſt not thus upbraid me. 
Fare-well! May every heavenly power protett thee | 

| May 
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May glory, dignity and joy ſurround thee ! 
Oh! never may'ft thou feel a pang like this 
Which rends the faithful boſom of Lyſander. 


S C BON E IV. 
LySsAN DER, ConsTANTIA, CLtToOR, 
CLiros, | 
My gracious liege, unwillingly, I come 
The meſſenger of moſt unwelcome tidings. 
Lord Lycidas, provok'd and diſappointed 
By your refuſal to fulfil the promiſe 
Made by your royal father, hath broke open 
The priſon of Lycimacus, and thence 
Convey d the aged prince, whoſe hoary locks 
And wrinkled brow he ſhows to the half-wild 
And mad'ning populace, deſcanting much CON 
In artful terms on his mild paſſive nature, 
Which he contracts with Theron's active ſpirit; 
Styling the one, divine philanthropy, _ A 
. 123 ons of] 
Till the fierce vulgar, ever prone to change. 
| "1:30 | , 
L 3 | Cry 


— 
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Cry with one vyoice—Lycimacus ic king! e iT 
Down *#hh en n. traitorous houſe of Theron. 


Cos TANTIA. 


Command MY troops to arm without delay, 
And quell this wild, licentious rioter. 


29%ͤ%ĩ 


; CLitoR. 


Greatly I fear the firmneſs of their faith, 
Attach d to Lycidas, their chief commander. 


10 CoxsTAN TIA. 1 


Talk not of fear myſelf will lead them on. 
Inform them that their queen is their commander, 
And will in perſon lead them to diſperſe 
This frantic tumult of the common herd. 


£23 


g ? of Pa oy N 


LySANDER, emu Ciron, \PLapzIvE 


'"PLAUTIS. | 


e . 
All eagerly ſurround Lycimacus, | 1 4 
"_ ſwear to place him on us — throne, 


: 
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The royal party ſtand aloof with fear, 
Not daring to oppoſe their violence. 
CONSTANTIA. 
Lyſander, fare-thee-well. Thy bark is ready, 
Thy friends expect thee, and the favoring winds 
Blow right from off the ſhore to waft thee ſafe 
Where duty calls and honour points thy way. 
Fare-well, my friend! for ever fare- thee- well! 
Go, while Conſtantia boaſts the power in Cyprus 
To bid thee part in peace. 
LYSANDER. 
Doſt thou then think 
So meanly of my honour and my love ? 
Doſt thou believe that I indeed would leave thee 
Expos'd to ſo much perit? No, Conſtantia ! 
By every god who rules yon ſpacious heaven, 
By Jove, I ſwear, never to quit this iſle. 
Till I have quell 'd this dangerous infurreftion; 
Thy party only wants a vigorous leader 
To rouſe its fpirit and direct its motions. 
Remain thou bere to guad thy yl thiltreſs. IbC 
Haſte Plautius ; let us not neglect a moment, 
But ſtraight collect the friends of loyalty, 
ann f 
Deen f 

Alas! nee 
Sufficient to oppoſe the faithleſs army ? 

L bits not 


LYSANDER, - 


1 52 CONS TAN TIA. 


LY$SANDER. / 


My faithful hed of vigorous, hardy Cretans, | 


Alone ſhall ſcatter theſe degenerate ſons 

Of ſoftneſs and effeminate luxury, be 

I go thy faithful ſoldier ; and ſhall count 

My life well ſpent for thy defence and ſafety. 
Haſte Plautius tothe ſhore. Inform my Cretans, 
The ſafety, life and honour. of their king, 


Demands their inſtant aid, Loſe not a moment 1 


SCENE 6 5 


Oats A, cure. 


\ CONSTANTIA. We 
ome Lycidas 2 old Lycimacus, * 0 
Point all your rage at this protected breaſt! J 5 
With ſuch a champion to defend my cauſe. 
0 * at fear, and mock your idle threats 3 
W en ee 1) 24) iy 
Valor is not immortal. The 1 Ae 
As eaſily can pierce the hero's breaſt, 
As the baſe coward when he turns for fight, 
Tho' brave and reſolute the Cretan band, 


Their numbers, when oppoſed to Lycidas, | y , wh 1 


Bear no proportion, and [carge afford a hope, 


7 Art 
ol 
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Art mult be tried; I truſt a ſurer refuge. 
Thy ſov'reign power o'er his enamaur'd heart, 
By ſmalleſt ſeeming of returning love, 
Would bring the daring traitor to thy feet, 
__ ConsTanT1A. | 

What means would'ſt thou adviſe t'effeft this purpole? 

| CLitoR. *: 5200 
A ſpeedy conference in thy name demanded, 
Muſt bring him to thy preſence, Well I know 
I need not teach thee to exert the power 
Of female charms and tender blandiſhments g_  - 
Already miſtreſs of thoſe ſoftening arts, 
Which, unſuſpefted, ſteal into the ſoul, _ 
Difarm its rage, and bend its firmeſt purpoſe. 
His royal priſoner mult be firſt obtain'd. 
The ſight of him inflames the people's minds, . 
And rouſes them to tumult and rebellion. 

„ CoNxs TAN TIA. 
Go, inſtantly demand an interview, 
Flatter his hopes, and bring him to my preſenco 
In firm belief of their intire completion. 
Recall Lyſander; ſo his precious ſafety 
Shall be ſecur'd from war's uncertain field. 
Return with ſpeed ; further would I conſult thee 
On the beſt means to rid me of theſe troubles. 
CLitoR. 


1 hall "_T and doubt not of ſuccels. 


SCENE 


EE CONSTAMNTI'A 


ras. 


SCENE VI. 


Couran TIA. | 

Ok! that this arm were ſtrong enough to meet him, 
Een as this ſwelling heart would point its force! 

Why was this ſou}, replete with manly vigor, 
Lodg'd in ſo weak a form ! But hence complaint, 

For what's ſo irreſiſtable as woman | 
Nature, kind, provident, protecting parent, 

When ſhe denied her manly ſtrength and courage, 
Arm'd her with ſmiles and frowns, and ſwelling fighs ; ; 
Gave her the winning glance, the tender air, 
The tone pathetic and heart ſtealing tear. 
Complete in charms, and confident in power 
She bids the fearleſs hero kneel before her. f 

Low at her feet a thouſand captives bow, | 
Proud of her chains and glory ing in her ſway. 
Strong i in their ſtrength, and potent in their power. 
Secure ſhe {miles amidſt aſſailing dangers, 
Wich fearleſs arm repels the bold affault, 
Enſlaves mankind, and rules a cows wake world! -zif 


ms "RJ" * 1 


= 


p G : 
prey” :, W. F 


* : x — 4 ” . . ' ef ” 
END OF ACT THE SECOND, 
© ; 1 FJ n 4 


3 


; TRAGEDY. 


— —— — 


ACT 1. 


$. C-£<. Mo 
The Royal Palace. © ; 
CoxsrAN TIA, LyCIDAS. 


ConsT AN TIA. | 

J have entreated, for to ſay command, 

No longer ſuits Conſtantia's alter'd ſtate — 

Entreated then, your preſence for a moment, 

But to inquire the cauſe of this diſturbance, _. 

Why, when mild peace her gentle eyes had clos'd, 

When unſuſpeRing confidence had given 

All power and greatneſs to thy truſted hand, 

Com'ſt thou, with wild alarm and diſcord harſh, - 

Frighting our houſhold gods, and roufing up 

That fiend rebellion; who, tho” quell'd and chain'd 

Is ever ready, on each flight pretence, 

To burſt his bonds and ſhow his mon{Frous form; 

With poiſonous breath infecting vulgar minds, I 
By nature eee to giddy change and tumuft. | 


W 


— art 


Lycip As. 
Can then Conſtantia aſk, why flighted love ö 
Seel 


Wen bee! Oh! — 
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| Seeks for revenge? Why ſervice ill repaid, 


Changes plain duty into ſubtle falſehood ? 


Ahe gilded yoke, which kindneſs made delightful, 


Diſdain converts to heavy galling chains, 
Which baſe and ſervile ſouls alone endure. 


CONSTANTIA. 
There was a time, when Lycidas eſteem'd 
» Conflantia's flighteſt ſmile of approbation 
Reward ſufficient for his boaſted ſervice. 


LyC1DAS. 


There was æ time! Ah! ſtill Conſtantia's ſmile 


Would well repay an age of ceaſeleſs. toil! _ 
But I have ſerv'd without the ſweet reward. 
Inſtead of gentle ſmiles of approbation, | 1 
Have. not been the object of thy ſcorn?ꝰ q y 
Thy open ſcorn? So publickly expreſs'd, | 
That every fawning courtier caught the mode, 
And yy me by with ſtudied negligence. . 

ä ConsraxTIA. | 
Lovers were-wont to wait with humble patience, 
The flow deciſion of the ſovereign fair, 


But Lycidas will judge his own deſervings, 

And rudely ſnatch the prize indulgent love 

By doubt and ſweet delay, prepar'd to make 

More gich, and worthy to be ſought with ardor. . 
Lycinas. okra 


: 
The 7 
: 
. 
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The fainteſt beam to light my gloomy ſteps, 
Ne'er had they wander d from the even paths _. - 
Of ſteady rectitude and firm allegiance. 

E'en now, that oppoſition flies before me, , 
That glory and ambition point my way, 

Thus low I bend to thee in meek ſubmiſſion, 
Beſeeching thee to pardon my offence, _ 

To ſtop the miſchiefs that approach ſo faſt, 

And by a few conciliating words, 

Reſtore to . peace and confidence. 


| ConsTANTIA. 
What are theſe magic words which I muſt ſpeak? 


Are they not, Lycidas ſhall reign in Cyprus? 

| Lyc1DAs. 
Thy promis'd hand I ſeek with ſteady purpole. 
Give me without delay this long-ſought treaſure, 


And, from that happy hour, among thy ſlaves 
Thy humbleſt {lave enroll blefs'd Lycidas. 


| CONSTANTIA. 
This lover mood, I fear, would quickly change, 
And different language, look and attitude, 
Would teach Conſtantia ſadly to diſtinguiſh 
The lordly huſband from the humble lover. 
And yet I think, if faith exiſts in man, 
Thou may'ſt be truſted. 


LyCIDAS. 
Oh! believe fo fill! 


Tal 
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rim feet experience teach thee to conſide 
N Wirhout one painful doubt in my affection. 
: 1 85 CONSTANTIA. "s 


I will believe. thee! Take my promis'd hand? 

| Yet, tis no common preſent I beſtow ; _ 
My crown, my perſon, every future i »Þ 
Of — 8 


LyciDas. 
Ahl draw not back. 
Nor diſappoint the hope thy ſmile. hath rais d 


Consrax ria. 
What i is fo light as lover's promiſes ? 
Mere airy bubbles; ſound, devoid of meaning ; 
And ſhe who weakly truſts th' alluring nothings, . 
May rue, but not recall her fatal raſhneſs. 
I muſt have kinder, firmer proofs that love, 
And not ambien urges thy- purſuit. 2 


— — 8Z— —— 
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DD Lycipas. , 1 
Name them Condantia; tell me the conditions 
On which 1 may indeed expett thy favor. 


Cos rANTIA. 
Recall the as of this miſguided day; 
Deliver to my hand your royal priſoner, 
Sie peace and order quickly to reſume 
The place of ſavage diſcord and contention; 1 
Then, without heſitation or delay, | 1 


Chak - 


Shalt thou receive from Cyprus and Conſtantia, 
A full reward of all thy ſervices ; 

Such a reward as, comprehending all, 

Shall leave thee nothing more to-hope or wiſh. 


Lyct1DaAs. 
This moment ſhalt Conftantia be obey'd. 
But I wonld more than free thee from the fear 
Of preſent danger; I would place thee ſafe, i 
Beyond the diſtant reach of future peril, 
Till old Lycimacus fhall ceafe to breathe, 
No laſting peace can tend upon thy ſtate. 
Each diſappointed fuitor ſhall in him 
Find a pretence to vent his diſcontent, 
Shading revenge, diſguſt and dark rebellion, 
Beneath the ſpecious name of loyalty. | 
FY ConsTANTIA. 
That danger, of itſelf, will quickly vaniſh. 
By nature's irrevertible decrees, 
Good old Lycimacus, a living ſhade, 
Muſt ſhortly undergo her general ſentence 
Which his great piety, his innocence, _ 
And reverend age, forbid by force to haſten. 
LyciDAS: 


Age is a living death, a lingering pain 
Which tenderneſs, not cruelty ſhould ſhorten, 


CoNSsTANTIA. 
den me to a deed of horror 


My 
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My ſoul abhors to think on ! Shall my name 

Be ſtain'd with falſehood, tyranny — ? 
 _ LvyerDas. . 

Too paiokiddy thy unexperienc'd mind. 

Dwells on ſo flight a buſineſs, tis by deeds 


Like this that princes, for their wiſdom fam d. 


7 [ 


Prolong their happy reigns in glorious ſafety. 


Call it not murder, but a ſacrifice 
Made to the general weal ; a ſingle death, 
By which ten thouſand lives ſhall be preſerv'd. 
Each ſingly of ten thouſand times more value 
Than this old pious, peeviſh; preaching dotard. 

_ ConSTANTIA, | 
What arm. in o ſhall e e — 
To dare the dangerous act? | 

LyciDAs.: 

| This ſteady arm. 


Zen this; without one ſhock of trembling _Y 11 
Shall free the wretched priſoner from conſtraint. 


CONSTANTIA. 
Wilt thou indeed, in friendſhip to Conſtantia, 
Remove this obſtacle to all her hopes? FRONT 
LyciDas. 
To guard thy ſafety gladly would I meet 
The utmoſt hazard of all manly daring. 


— 
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But this alone the preſent hour demands, 

And this I ſtand prepar'd to execute. 
ConSTANTIA. 

No longer can I doubt thy faith and love 

Hereafter ſhall Conſtantia, by thy counſel, 

Correct the youthful errors of her reign. 

Go! give the wretched priſoner his releaſe, 

Go, while my trembling heart retains its purpoſe. 

LyC1DAS, 
This mandate ſign d by thee ſhall free that heart 
From every future cauſe of apprehenſion. 


ConSTANTIA. 
Give me the ſcroll, Why ſhakes my inmoſt ſoul! 
What weak alarm unnerves my trembling frame 
Hence womaniſh fears! Away! "Tis but to ſpeed 
Death's lingering ſteps an hour before their time, 
Which ſafety, glory—every thing demands. 
{Sits down to ſign the mandate. } 


. Lycipas. 

Fair bypocrite I ſee thy cloſe intent! . 

This ſhow of favor is a ſpecious ſnare, 

Laid for my careleſs, unſuſpeRting ſteps. 

But I will walk with heedful circumſpettion, 
And thou, perchance, A ſtruggle in the toil... 


| 7 CG the mandate. ) | 
M Cox. 
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CoxsrANTIA. 

Be gone! loſe not a moment by delay! 

Till all be done my agitated heart | 
Shall vainly ſeek for reſt. With ſpeed return. 
This very hour ſhalt thou in full receive 

The juſt reward of all thy ſervices. 


Lycipas. 
Thou ſhalt not long remain in a nxious doubt. 
Expect me on the rapid wings of love, 
Impatient to receive the promis d boon. 


— ——_ — — * 2 
* 2 —_— 


SCENE u. 


___ CoNnsTANTIA, 

Thou ſhalt, indeed receive thy juſt reward: 
This cruel deed, which thou haſt urg'd me to, 
My lips ſhall diſavow ; and all the guilt, | 
The ſhame and puniſhment be wholly thine, 
At his return my faithful guard ſhall ſeize 
And to the public priſon. ſtrait. conduct him, 
As the baſe murderer of the reverend king. 
The mandate in feign'd characters is ſign d, 
Which leave no ſhadow of reproach on me. 
The popular rage will therefore fall on him, | 


My party gather ſtrength, and with the Cretans 
Quickly 


| 
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Quickly ſubdue a weak tumultuous army, 
Now undirefted by its wonted leader. 

So ſhall I rid me of this boaſtful partner, 
This inſolent pretender to my throne. 

And in his place, perhaps---Fond, idle hope! 
Nothing can ſtay the reſolute Lyſander ! . 
And cannot then. Conſtantia's power ſubdue 
A ſoften'd heart, by love already conquer'd ? 
Away! I have a thouſand female arts 
To praftice on his open, generous nature. 
All ſhall be try'd ; nor ſhall he quit this iſle 
If force itſelf be able to'detain him. 


14S: Ni. 
LYSANDER, CoNsTAN TIA. 


LYI SANDER. 
Your orders, lovely queen, have brought me back, 
Elſe rebel Lycidas ere this had felt 
My chaſtiſement on his devoted head. 
1) YCONSTANTIA, 
No more of Lycidas. Lyſander's ſafety 


Is all my care, therefore have I recall'd thee. 
M2 This 
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This hour his cruel unrelenting hand 

Performs an aft more fatal to his cauſe 

Than all the efforts of thy conquering ſword. 

With ſlighteſt ſhadow of returning love 

I lur'd the eaſy traitor to my preſence, 

And, by a few kind words of doubtful meaning, 

So won him from his purpoſe, that himſelf 

Propos'd the means of his moſt certain ruin. 

LYSANDER, 

Why would Conſtantia ſtoop to mean deceit, 

Rather than truſt her cauſe to the ſtrong arm 

Of fearleſs valor ? What expedient, ſay, 

Hath Lycidas propoſed ? What means of ſafety ? 
REN (2 75. CONSTANTIA. | | 

Unpleaſing are the means and full of ſadneſs, 

Yet ſuch as ſtern neceſſity demands; 


Such as the peace and int'reſt of my realm. 
Hath forc'd on flow conſent. 


 Ly$ANDER. 
What doſt thou ee 5 


CoNsTAN TIA. 
Let * nay compaſſion urges me, 
By ſacrificing one, now uſeleſs, life, 
To ſave ten thouſand of my faithful ſubjects, 
Who ſtand expos d by theſe domeſtic broils, | 
he all the horrors of wide waſting war. Nn 
Ere 
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Ere this the ſword of Lycidas hath free'd 
Aged Lycimacus from all his ſufferings ; 
And quickly-ſhall the barbarous traitor meet 


From 1njur'd juſtice the reward he merits. 


LVSsAN DER. 
Le no more! Forbid it heaven! 
Forbid it every power that guards the head 
Of holy innocence ! Conſtantia, ſpeak ! 
Tell me I underſtood thee not aright ! 


ConSTANTIA. 
Alas! it was with much reluftant fear 
That I conſented. But what other way; 
By what more gentle means could I ſecure 
The undiſturb'd poſſeſſion of my crown; 
Rid me of inſolence and bold pretention; 
And above all, enſure Lyſander's ſafety 
For oh ! not Cyprus, nor the world around it, 
Could recompence me for a loſs like thine ! 


LYSANDER. 
Oh! chat thy Cyprus had been loſt indeed, 
So thou wert guiltleſs of a crime like this ! 
A crime which, bearing heavy on thy heart, 
Shall poiſon every, future hour of life. 
| ConSTANTIA. | 


The cauſe may, furely, half excuſe the deed. 
Nor ſhall the baſe adviſer 'ſcape unpuniſh'd. 


M3 LYSAN- 
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LYSAN DER 
If lie be guilty, what alas! art thou? 
As well th' aſſaſſin may accuſe the ſtee} 
With which he ſtabs the bare, unguarded breaft, 
As thou aſſert thy innocence, yet own 
Thy raſh permiſſion authoriz'd a murder. 


| CONSTANTIA. 
Oh! that thou hadft been here to counſel me! 
Oh! that the guilty deed could be undone ! 
That the unhappy king could hve again ! 


LYSANDER. 
When parted Lycidas on this bad errand ? 
ConsrAN TIA. 
Een now. But at thy entrance did he leave me. 
LYSANDER,, - 
Alas! I fear the deed, ere this, is done.” 
| CONSTANTIA. ' 
But yet there may be hope, Bear thou this finds, 


(To a guard.) 
Loſe not a moment. Order Lycidas, 5 
E'en as he values life to ſave the Kings. . 

i (Exit guard.) 
LVYSAN DER. N 
Fly to the royal priſon! Haſte! Be gone 
Co NsTAN TIA. 


Heaven ſpeed his 38 ! But ob! my Sibi heart 
Forebodes 
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Forebodes the worſt. His baſe officious haſte, 
Ere this, I fear, hath ſtruck the fatal blow. 


LYSANDER. 
J fear it too! Still cruelty is ſwift 
To execute its baleful purpoſes. 
.ConsTANTIA. 
Already doth-my tortur'd ſoul endure 
The ſcorpion laſh of ſelf- accuſing guilt, 
Alas! Hadſt thou but come a moment ſooner. 


$S CC ENE 0; 
LyYSANDER, COnNSTANTIA, GLAUCUS. 


GLAUucus. 
What deed is this, at which offended heaven 
Darkening, prepares for vengeance! III it ſuits 
The dignity and virtue of a prince, 
'To waſte that time in converſe with a murderer, 
He ſhould devote to atts of ſacred juſtice. 


LYSANDER. 
Uſe not a term fo cruel and offenſive. 
Already, with repentant ſighs and tears, 
The queen bewails her moſt unhappy raſhneſs, 
M 4 
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GLAUCUS. - 


The tears of penitence flow not ſo freely. 

With many a heart-felt pang they force their way 1 
Relieving the oppreſs d and finking ſoul. 

All female artifice ! A thin diſguiſe 

' +» To veil a harden'd, unrelenting heart, 

From which ambition drives each ſofter virtue. 


CONSTANTIA. 


I know not, fir, by what authority 

A ſtranger thus preſumes to blame my actions; 
Or dares deſcant on guilt and puniſhment, 
To me, who here, myſelf am judge of both. 


5 GLAvcvs. 
Unhappy womin, hope not to eſcape 
The dread effects of crimes ſo dark as thine, 
Another, and a nobler reigns in Cyprus. 
Her laſt ſupport, a braye and youthful prince - % 
Appears to claim the crown thou haſt uſurp'd. 


The general voice proclaims his right confirm'd; 
And not a tawning minion of thy court, 


But, with the loudeſt, cries, ©. Long live our king,” 
48 Long live the ſon of good . re 


LYSANDER,”- 
A youthful ee who claims the crown of N g 


Cox. 


VE ConSTANTIA. 

Some vain pretender! young Lyeimacus, 
2 only heir to Cypria's ancient kings, 
Was in the facking of the city ſlain. 

GLavevs. 

*Twas ſo ſuppos d; but falſely, as appears 
By facts, which have been ſtated, ſcan'd and prov'd 
Before the Senate, and by it admitted. 
Now chuſe, Lyſander, as thy heart direQs; 
Wilt thou ſupport a tyrant and uſurper, 
And point thy force againſt a rightful prince, 
Who comes to claim his murder'd father's crown 7 
Or wilt thou act as ſuits thy dignity, 
As reaſon dictates, and as Jove commands ? 


'LYSANDER. 
The deed thou calleſt by ſo harſh a name, 
Had it been, crown'd and guilded by ſucceſs, 
The world had ſtyl'd political and wiſe. 
Yet think not that I mean to countenance 
Aught which oftends humanity and juſtice. _, * 


Cos TAN TIA. 
Conſtantia chen! is loſt ! 


LYSANDER, 
Have I not ſworn 
_ Myſelf thy faithful ſoldier ? Yes, ye gods, 
I've ſworn to keep her ſafe from every danger. | ; 
GLAUCUS, 
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Gravevs. 

Revoke an i impious oath thou mult not keep 

When righteous kings beneath oppreſhon ſtoop, 

What generous heart but pants avenge their cauſe; 

What arm is not ftretch'd forth in their defence ? . 

But naked and alone the tyrant. ſtands ; 

And when ftern juſtice ſhows her aweful front, 

And raiſes high her guilt-appalling ſteel, 

The injur'd thouſands on her aſpect gaze, 

Exulting hear the heaven-breath'd ſentence paſs, . 
Point her keen ſword, and bleſs the ſacred ſtroke. 


| LxsAN DER. 
This ſavage virtue, which would cruſh A 
Suits not the changeful, erring ſtate of man! 
My facred oath is given for her protection. 
The crown of Cyprus legally refign'd, 
To Crete, with me, ſhall fair Conftantia go. 
There time and penitence will wear away 
Theſe preſent griefs, and love ſhall ſooth her foul 
To ſueet forgetfulneſs of every eng. 


CONSTANTIA. 
Oh! generous, brave Lyſander ! how fhall words 
Expreſs the painful rapture that I feel ! 
Take, take the Cyprian crown ! I throw it from me, 
Een as a bauble, worthleſs and deſpis d. 
My future life ſhall thy directions guide 5 
* wildom' s rules, in virtue's ſacred paths ; | 


Lach 


Pack happy hour ſhall be to thes devoted, 
To ſooth thy toil, to watch thy every wiſh! 
And when the care of thouſands calls thee from me, 
The night of abſence will I dedicate | 
Alternately to tears for paſs'd offence, 
And ardent * for bleſſings on thy head. 

_ *GLavcus. 
Ceaſe, "WHEY ceaſe! baniſh theſe golden dreams, 
Which glitter to deceive. Lyſander hear, 
Attentive hear the words that I ſhall ſpeak. 
When good Lycimacus reign'd in this ifle, 
The traitorous Theron, father of Conſtantia; 
Was rais'd to honour, lov'd, enrich'd and truſted. 
By ſeeming duty, and by ſubtle arts, 
He gain'd th' aſcendance o'er the eaſy king, 
Till all things mov'd in Cyprus at his bidding. 
Then ſwoln with pride, as curs'd ambition urg'd, 
He rais'd his hand againſt his royal maſter. 
By laviſh gifts and liberal promiſes, 
He gain'd the diſſipated thoughtleſs youth, 
With popular clamour turn'd each vulgar brain, 
And with the army, which himſelf commanded, 
Beſieg'd his ſovereign in this capital, 
Which ſoon ſurrendering, left the wretched king 
A Captive in the hands of his baſe foe. 
The very night preceding this event, 
The e monarch call d me to his preſence. 

5 Glaucus 


EL ES 
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« Glaucus, (he ery'd) preſerve thy maſter's houſe! 
* Preſerve my ſon, its laſt, its only hope 
« Bear him to ſome more friendly, diſtant land, 
„Till happier days may favor his return.“ 

This ſaid, with many a deep and heart-felt ſigh, 

He gave the royal infant to my care. 


| LYSANDER. 
His only ſon, committed to thy care ? 


1 GLAavcus. 

I bore him to my houſe, and while confufion, 
Hurry and tumult fill'd the ravag'd city, 

In cloſe diſguiſe I led. — A friendly bark, 

And gales propitious wafted us to Crete, | 

Where generous Penius, to whoſe gracious preſence 

I gain'd admittance by an ancient friend, 

Vow d to receive and guard thee as his own. 


LYSANDER. | 
Me! Was it me ? Forbidiit righteous gods ! 


GLavcvs, 


It was thyſett, fon of Lycimacus. 
The virtuous mon. 1 Conſtantia, __— 
Was OT... 

Cox ST AN TIA. 


Strike, ye aweful gods! 
I am 100 loſt to ſupplicate your mercy, 


8 ; | | GLAU- 
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GLAvucvus. T 
How thou didſt every day advance in honour, , 
Lov'd by the king, the idol of the people, 

Until by joint conſent thou waſt declard 

The next ſucceſſor to the Cretan throne, * 
Thou know'ſ far better then my tongue can tell. 


LYSANDER. 
A murder'd father ! By Conſtantia murder'd! 
Ah! cruel Glaucus ! loſt, undone Lyſander ! 


GLAucus. 
Recall thy ſcatter'd reaſon, If within 
Thy breaſt, ſo late the ſeat of every virtue, 
One ſpark of duty or of honour dwell, 
Summon it to thy aid. 


LVSAN DER. 
What ſhould I do ? 


GLaucus. 
What ſpeaks the voice of piety and aſtice ? 


LYSANDER. | 

It ſpeaks in thunder! it confounds my ſoul. 

._ Gravcvs. 
The Senate wait thy coming with impatience, 
Lycidas, who himſelf, with horror ſtruck, 
Proclaim'd the cruel deed his hand had wrought, - 
By her command whom themhe ſtil'd his queen, 
Condemn'd by juſtice, ſoon ſhall meet his fate, 
The army, upon whoſe ſupport he truſted, 
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All, toa man, forſakes his traitorous cauſe, 

And bends before the throne of legal right. 

| What then remains, but that Lyſander act 

As ſuits his duty and his dignity . 

Conſtantia muſt not walk at liberty ; 

So ſtrong the popular hatred grows againſt her, 

Impriſonment alone protetts her life. 
LYSANDER. | 

Submit, unhappy queen, to this ſad change! 

Princes are ſlaves, who do but what they muſt, 

Yet go aſſur d, whatever be his ſtate, 

Lyſander's happineſs is bound in thine. 


GLAucus. ; * 
Conduct her ſafely to the royal priſon. _ 7! 
* the guards, 
8 0 E N V. 


en: .. 


| LYSANDER. a 1 
Thou ſhalt not ae long in loath d confinement, Fi 
IF I have power to free thee. | 
GLavcus. 
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GLAavucus. 
Thou haſt power. 


LVYSAN DER. 
Ah! tell me how I ſooneſt may effe& 
This end ſo much defar'd ! 


GLAUCUS. | 
By inſtant death, 


| LySANDER. 
Unfeeling man ! Is this the only means? 
GLAucus. 
Juſtice demands her life; and piety 
To the immortal gods bids thee beware, 
Nor let thy father's murderer ſcape unpuniſh'd, 


| LYSANDER. 
Whom ſhould I puniſh ? Would'ſ thou have me life 
The ſword of vengeance 'gainſt a feeble woman ? 
Me GLAUCUS. 


I would not have thy hand attempt the deed, 
Becauſe I fear the weakneſs of thy virtue. 

There are a thouſand loyal hearts in Cyprus 
Wou'd joy to end the traitorous houſe of Theron. 


| LYSANDER. 7 
The hand that lifts itſelf againſt her life, 
Een were it thine, ſhould meet my ſwifteſt vengeance, 
| GLavcup 
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TR GLAUCUS. 

Doſt thou not dread the anger of .the gods; 
Nor tremble to incur that heavy curſe 
Which tends the flagrant breach of filial duty ? 
How many realms have felt its dreadful weight | 
Some, waſted quick-by unſucceſsful war ; 

Some by the noiſome breath of dire diſeaſe, 
Or meagre famine's cold and deadly graſp. 
The gods are juſt ; their vengeance ſhall have way, 
And puniſhment o'ertake the guilty head, 
Though ſcreen'd and guarded by an armed world. 


LYSANDER., 


Why, fince ſo fieree and conſtant is thy hate, 
Why was I kept thus long in ignorance = 

Of what I ſo much was concern'd to know ? 
Why, when this impious tyrant reign'd in Cyprus, 
Didſt thou not bring me to avenge my father ? | 
My valor then had found a fair occaſion, 

An equal field of honourable conteſt, 

Duty and piety had drawn my ſword, 

And glory crown'd my victory. But now 
Revenge, ſuch mean revenge, were infamy. 
How would the world regard the barbarous deed ? 
Would they not ſtrike me from the lift of men? 

; ane brave would ſcorn me; and, e'en ſtriplings cry, 

© There goes the hero who deſtroy'd a woman.. 


- A | | GLA UCUs, 


— 
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GLAucus. 
When Pelius firſt receiv d thee to his care, 
He made me ſwear to keep thy birth a ſecret 
Een from thyſelf ; that ſo his peaceful ſtate 1 
Might ſuffer no diſturbance from thy claim: 7 
To which I yielded an intire conſent, - | 14 
Not doubting but Lycimacus had fal'n 
With his already ruin'd houſe and party. 


„ Ly$ANDER. 
Why did'ſt thou nat preſerve thy plighted faith? 
So had this fatal ſecret been untold. 


| GLAUCUS. . 
S0 nadlt thou made thy father's murderer 
The partner of thy throne. Reflect on that! 
Be firmly filial and revenge his death. 
Or, as partaker of the curſed deed, 
Expect to ſhareits certain puniſhment. 67 
Thou may'ft partake, but not avert the blow. 


 LyYSANDER. | 
Then be it ſo ; I ſtand prepar'd to ſhare it! 
What ſoftneſs fuch as her's can undergo, 
Sure manly ſtrength hath fortitude to ſuffer. 
But kence be ſuperſtition's idle dreams ! 
Who ſhall pronounce what heaven intends to do ? 
Whatever ſtate it ſhall to me aſſign, 


The ſame ſhall be the portion of Conſtantia, 
| N : Gram. 
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1 nn | GLavous. 
Not while old Glaucus views yon ſacred light! 


This moment to the Senate will I haſte, 
— And claim its juſtice in the general name. 


Without thy bidding Cyprus ſhall appeaſe © 
The angry gods, and fave thee from deſtruction. 


LYsal DER. 
Stop, on ay life! dare to oppoſe my will, 


And, by thoſe gods, whoſe thunder ſwells * voice, 
This ſword ſhall teach thee to wy thy ee | 


GlAucus. 7 
Strike! yes, ſtrike deep. Behold my breaſt is bai | 
Let forth that blood, which hath ſo often flow'd + 


In thy defence, and pierce this faithful heart, 
Which pants but for thy honour, peace and ſafety, 
Then give a looſe to every wild defire, + 


Forget the duty which thou ow'ſt thy country, 
Trample her laws, protect her worſt oppreſſors; | 
And when, from crime to crime, thy weakening mind 
Is ſunk beneath the dignity of man, 
Then take thy father's murderer to thy arms, 


So ſhall thy children riſe and call thee parricide. 
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SM 
SCENE VI. 


LYSANDER, GLavcvus, Eriror, PLAUTIUS, 
} 
Lonps, &c. 


r 


Health to Lyſander ! happy Cyprus ſends 

By us her willingly ſubjected heart; 

Bidding us, in the general name, to bend 

Our duteous knees, and cry, Long live our king!“ 


LVYSAN DER. 
The willing heart, and duty born of love, 
Being freely offer'd, freely we accept. 
Cyprus, we truſt, ſhall never have a cauſe 
To wiſh her preſent choice had not been made; 
But that the ſceptre, to our hand confign'd,” 
A laurel ſhall become, beneath whoſe ſhade 
Her ſons. may long enjoy repoſe and honour. 


— Ss .- _ | * _ \ : * 


CLITOR. 


The Senate, with impatience, waits thy preſence. 
Already on thy foes hath judgement fix'd 

The heavy puniſhments their crimes demand ; 

It waits but forthe ſanction of thy voice 

To finiſh what its juſtice hath begun, 


Na LLAxsAx- 


e nA. 


LYSAN DER, 


We would not have our reign commence in blood. 


The daring traitor, whoſe unhallow'd hand 
Durſt lift itſelf againſt the ſacred life 


Of him whom heaven appointed for his king. 
Shall meet our juſtice, in ſevereſt form; 


Mercy to him were impious. For the reſt, 


One general, large oblivion ſhall o'er-ſhade - 
Their acts of weakneſs, rather than of guilt. - 


We know the Cyprians too humane of nature 
To view with pleaſure the moſt guilty ſuffer, 

And that they gladly will with us concur 
In e acts of mercy and forgiveneſs. 


( To Elana. ) 

Your ROE the Senate we excuſe, 
Within your power it reſts ſtill to retain 
The reverend name of father, and. poſſeſs 
A place in Cyprus ſecond but to one, 


„ N n. 
r 
Art thou ſo reſolute ? So fix'd and bent 


” 
: * x 


Upon deſtruttion ! As reſolv'd am! | = 


' 


To ſnatch thee on its deep, 1 ils yawning gulf, - 


This 


This fatal paſſion hurrys him to madneſs ; 

And from his ſoul, ſo lately firm and juſt, 6 
Drives every ſenſe of piety and glory. N 

All means muſt be eſſay d to cure theſe ills, 

And turn aſide their threaten'd conſequence. 

In ſuch a cauſe my life were nobly clos'd d! 

Nor fear I the terrific frown of death, 

When arm'd with juſtice, loyalty and truth. 


s 0 * E vin. 
The Royal Priſon. 
FO FEAR CLEMENE, 


CoNSsTANTIA. 


| Keep near, Clemene! and in whiſpers ſpeak. 
What ſhade was that, which paſs'd ſo ſwift along ? 
Did'ſt thou not hear a diſtant, ruſtling noiſe? 
1 CLEMENE. | : 
What ſhade ? What noiſe ? I nothing ſaw or heard. 


CoNsTANTILA. 


Where- e er I turn, new horrors ſtrike my view. 


Thy maſly grate obſcures the light of heaven, 
N g And 
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And ſuch a gloom, as ſinks my guilty ſoul, 
Hovers around; half ſtealing from my ſight 
The diſtant objects; which affrighted fancy 
Shapes into forms of terror and difmay. 
| Feen as I tread, echo returns the ſound, 
And my voice lingers on my ſtartled ear. 
My very breath ſeems breath'd to me again, 
Freezing my curdling blood to death-like coldneſs. 


CLEMENE. 
Ah ! check theſe horrors! Sure there is no cauſe ! 


CONSTANTIA. 


Peace, peace! There is a cauſe ! A fatal cauſe ! 
\Doſt thou not know that in this gloomy cell, 
Full twenty years the king of Cyprus pin'd, 
While a diſloyal traitor fill'd his throne. 
Doſt thou not know that here he breath'd his laſt ? 
Oh ! had kind nature given the welcome ſtroke, 
Releaſing him from wearineſs and pain, . i 


To eaſe and glory, midſt his kindred gods, 
I had been innocent 1 Perhaps been happy q | 
| CieMENE. 
No ſorrow can recall the moments paſs d. 
5 Cons TANTIA. 


E Ves! It is paſs'd | And heaven has mark'd the deed! 
Here. on this very ſpot they murder'd him! 


A r 8 5 „ "ih 


His guſhing blood ſtream'd where my feet now preſs. 
Look! Look! It burſts afreſh! Hence! Further off ! 
It is an o&an! It will whelm us all | A 
Leo CrEMuENE. 1975 1 el 
Theſe tarts of paſſion will unfix your reaſon, ' 
Recall that ſtrength and dignity of ſoul, ' 
* wont to . your words and actions. 


* = 
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CONSTANTIA. 

Ab! ! then I had no ſource of ſecret horror; 
No cauſe to ſtart and tremble at myſelf. - 
Oh! precious days! Oh! innocence, whoſe worth © 
Beggars the treaſures of the Indian mine, 

How have I barter'd thee! And what return 
Hath guilt preſented, but quick- diſappointment, | 
Horror, remorſe, madneſs, deſpair and death. 


CLEMENE. 0 
The king adores, and will, no doubt proto you, Ys 


4 CoxsTANTIA. 

Alas! he cannot ſcreen me from-myſelf 
He cannot eaſe the pangs of conſcious guilt 
Nor raſe from my remembrance that black minute 
When with this trembling, this reluctant hand, 
I ſign'd the mandate for his father's murder. 
Adores ! Say rather he deteſts, abhors me 

All frightful, black and hideous as I am; 

| All over ſtain” d; ſtain'd with his father's blood! — 
N 4 And 
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And yet he knows'twas fra? of loſing him 

Induc'd me to commit the fatal deed. 

Oh ! that he knew my penitence, my tears 

Knew that for every drop of ſacred blood 

His father loſt, by my accurs'd command, 

This heart hath mly given a kindred portion 

Of its own vital ftore ! Will he not hear 

My ſighs, my groans ?. Behold my deep contrition, 

And pardon my offence ? The vengeful gods, 

Appeas'd by deep and holy penitence; ol 

Stop the wing'd ſhaft, and bid the thunder . | 
© CLEMENE. 

| Repentance ihe balm of wounded ſouls. 


05 " ConsTanTiaA.. 
Perhaps, like them, Lyſander may relent. 
Oh!] he is all compaſſion, love and kindneſs ! 
Ves he will look with pity on my ſorrows. 
His voice ſhall ſooth the anguiſh of my ſoul, 
Soften and heal, the wound. of paſs'd offence, | | 
And calm contending paſſions into peace. 
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+ SCENE K 
Conran, "CLemene, Graveus, 0 
Bearing a Bowl 6 Dagger: 


GLAUCUS. 
Tell me, thou fair, pernicious faſcination, 
Art thou employ d as ſuits a ſtate like thine ? 
Haſt thou, with tears of heart-convulſing anguiſh, 
Waſh'd the black ſtain with which thou art polluted ? 
Art thou prepar'd for death ? 
CoNSsTAN TIA. 

Alas! What means 

That fatal inſtrument? Why doſt thou frown? 
On I will knee] and ſupplicate thy mercy! ! 


_ GLavevs. 
Where was thy merey, dark, unſeeling v woman; 
When in the heart of good Lycimacus 

The curs'd aſſaſſin plung'd his murderous ſteel ? 

Did he not kneel, and claſp his aged hands ? 

Did he not bend his hoary head to duſt ? 

Thoſe hands which late the regal ſceptre grac d, 

That head which once ſupported Cypria's crown. 
Tis not my voice, tis juſtice claims thy life; 
Thy forfeit life. Ah! worthleſs retribution, 
For that moſt ſacred blood ſhed by thy crime. 


Cow. 
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ConsTANTIA. | 

; Oh! Fat; bewail,” deteſt ny crime 

Moſt freely would I part with every drop 
Of the warm blood which fills my panting ; heart, 


Could it again recallihis precious life. 
Ves! I would kneel, and bare my guilty breaſt, 


And Hing, wn the hand that wounded me. 


OI SIISASEDS. 3 
Thy life or death no longer muſt depend 
Upon thy choice. _ Repentance may avert 
The future vengeance of the angry gods; 


But juſtice muſt have way; and life for life, 27 


Alone can Nun her ſtritt demand. 


( Consrant! 3 
Alas! my ſoul is not prepar'd for death! 
"Tis a hard Teflon, and requires much time, 2 2 
And many ſtruggles ere twill be attain'd. 
Oh F grant me but a day! A ſingle day * 


CIT e e ee me | 


GLAvcus. 


When traitors ſhed the blood of righteous kings, 


Pity is chang'd to hate and deteſtation. 
Prepare to die; and view With reſolution 
The guilt-entangled ſnare thou canſt not ſhun. 


e.. 


By whoſe 1 doſt thou condemn me ? | 


K But yeſterday my voice was s law 1 in Cyprus, | 


And 


ATR per. * 


And ſhall a ſlave, to-day, pronounce my doom? 
Bring me before the king ! To him alone 
Will I ſubmit, To him do I appeal. 


; GCLAUCUS. 
From him thy condemnation hath proceeded. 
He bids thee chuſe {Preſenting the Bowl and Dagger} : 
and execute with ſpeed 
at firſt, and laſt command, 


© ConsSTANTIA. 
Impoſſible! 
From him ! From my Lyſander! And are heſe 
The preſents he hath ſent to his . 
| | GLAUCUS. 
Too long this is wrifling hath delay'd my weed. 
The king, impatient, waits for my return. 
| CoNnSTANTIA. 
Is he in ſo much haſte! 
3 S Irævucus. 


Knowing thy fate 
Is fix'd-beyond recall, ſubmit with firmneſs. 


Cons | 
Yes, I 5 meet my fate with fortitude ! 
Let me ſurvey theſe inſtruments of death, 
And take the fatal choice which they afford, 
No doubt this poiſon is of quick effect: 


3388 % s n r 1 4. 


My weaken'd heart will not reſiſt it long; _ | 
Here then I fix. (Tang tlie fem] This i is . 1 
dieeciſion. 
Go, / To Clemene ) tell Lyfander that I take with joy 
This fatal preſent, ſince it came from him. 


| Straus. 
Hold! $tir not till your monarch be obey'd. 


| CONSTANTIA. 4 
Thus I obey him. (Drinks) Art thou pas 


| GLavcus. 
It is enough. | Now may'ſt thou ſend thy Oy: 


'ConsTANTIA. 

Tell him the poor Conſtantia dies reſign'd, 

Since tis his will. That with her lateſt breath, 
In ardent prayer ſhe begs the mighty gods 
To pour their choiceſt treaſures round his throne. 
| And oh! when endleſs ſleep hath clos'd theſe eyes, 

Wen this mute tongue no more bath power to bleſs 
1 „ | | 
May glory, triumph, peace and WL be ITN 
May all his days be crown'd with varied pleaſures, 
And never may a thought of loſt Conſtantia 
Stop their fair current with a ſad terer 


— 


SGraucus. 
Spite of my reſolution, I muſt weep! | 


* * 13 | \ Fl 3 N i 
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; Now, 


A R A G E D . 


Now, that this cruel buſineſs is kerle d. 
My heart, relenting, feels a woman's ſoftneſs, 


ane - 


Then tell me, reverend fir, did my Lyſander 

In anger ſend this fatal preſent to me ? 

Or was it, as I rather would believe, 

Neceſſity compell'd him to the act? 

He could not joy to wound the heart that loves him 
Oh no! He is too generous, brave and noble! 

Tell me, my lord, did my Lyſander figh ? 

Did his hand tremble when he gave the potion P 

Did his voice falter to pronounce my doom ? 

Oh ſpeak ! Afford me this laſt conſolation ! 


ill ſooth the pangs of death to know he pits me, 


Gravcus, 


If it can ſooth thy ſoul to know him faithful, 

Be well aſſur'd he loves thee, een to madneſs. 
Nay, I will tell thee all. Without his knowledge, 
To ſcreen him from the thunder of the gods, 
Whoſe hotteſt bolt ſtill marks the parricide ; 

Have I perform'd this eruel, daring act, 
Which on my head muſt draw his heavieſt vengeance; 
For, when I lately parted from his preſence, 

He ſwore no puniſhment ſhould e'er o'ertake thee ; 
But that, in bold defiance of the gods, 

He would eſpoule, and ſeat thee on his Gene, 


Cox. 
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4 CoxsTAhT Ia. 
And i is + not by his command 1 die ? 
Perfidious ſlave ! Unfeeling, cruel man! 
Oh fly! Bring medicines to aſſuage my pain, 
And flop the ſwift approach of horrid death?) 
Your prince will heap his richeſt, beſt rewards 
On that bleſs'd hand which faves me from his power 
Ah me! It is too late! The blow is given! 
Death, crnel death, with all his fierceſt pangs, 
| Is buſy at my heart. It burſts! It burſts! 


CLEMENE. 

Alas, alas! Is there no remedy P 

ConNsrANTIA. 5 
Raiſe me a little. Les, my pains abate. ._ 8 
The gods, perhaps, may deign to interpoſe. * 
Have I not, ſacred powers, adorn'd your temples ? 
Have not your altars ſmoak d with ſacrifice 7 
A perſect calm fucceeds to all my tortures. ; 
Yes! I ſhall live! Again ſhall ſee Lyn, 1 4 
And hanging on his dear, his faithful breaſt, 
With tears of joy, recount what I have ſuffer'd ! 

| Gravcus., 

Tis a deceitful calm. Hope not for life. 
Too 82 will the pangs of death return. 


| . * ConsTANTIA. 
Wboding = moni; crate 23 raven note! ! 
We } b if 


A 1TTRH AS CO bn 191 


Thy treacherous head ſhall pay for thy preſumption, . 
The gods, abhorring ſuch dark villainy, 

Will counteratt thy malice, and reſtore 

Conſtantia to herſelf, and to Lyſander. 


Sn 7 a 


Ly$SANDER, GLAUcus, CONSTANTIA, CLEMENE. 


LYSANDER. 
Oh? joy that wants expreſſion to reveat it ! 
Glaucus, my father lives! Lycimacus, 
The good Lycimacus hath bleſs'd his ſon ! 
Nay more ; he kindly bad me haſte and bear 
His pardon and his bleſſing to my love, | 
| Yes, he will join our hands! We ſhall be bappy! 


CoxsTAN TIA. 
How, how is this! But that I know, my love, 
What e'er thou ſpeak'ſt is true as voice divine, 
My doubting ſoul, o'er-power'd by ſudden joy, 
Would fear. to credit this moſt bleſs'd event. 


LYSANDER. | 
Lycidas ſav'd him, With no kind i RS 


But 
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But to preſerve his influence over thee, 

And guard, in part, his own precarious ſafety, 
Thus the kind powers have turn'd his arts upon him, 
And what he meant to injure, hath preſerv'd thee. 
But haſte; let me conduct thee to the king. 

In future it will be thy pleaſing care 

To tend, to ſooth, and chear his reverend age. 


CONSTANTIA.. 
Yes, I am mo” ! Lead my willing ſteps! 
{ Attempts to rife, but flaggers back. 
| My head! ! I die ! Gods! Cruel! cruel gods! 
LYSANDER. 
What ails my love? Alas! Look not ſo wildly ! 


. CoxsTAN TIA. 
Oh! It is hard! Tis a ſeyere decree ! | 
Theſe pangs ! Theſe pangs ! Fare-well Oh! me 


Fare-well. 
_ (Dies) 
: | LYSAN DER. 
She faints Helh, wp? Give air. My dear Conne 
ö Graves. | 


dhe never will revive, The queen 1s dead. 


LysAx DER 
Imroſſible! Ts but exceſs of joy. 
Sbeak, {; ak my love] raiſe thoſe dear eyes upon me [ 
g Ah! 


"hb 
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Ah! ſhe is cold! Alas! her cheek is pale, 

And death, convulſive death is on her lip. 
Glaucus. 

Turn here Lyſander, and revenge her fate. 

Behold in me the guilty wretch who caus d it. 

Yes, twas this hand adminiſter'd the draught; 

The fatal draught which cauſed thoſe cruel pangs, 

Thoſe burning tortures that convuls'd her frame, 

Curdled her blood, and burſt her heart 1 in ſunder. 


| LySANDER. 

Then villain take the death — Why ſhrinks my heatt ? 
Why falls my ſword, unequal to the blow ? 

My nerves, relaxing, feel an infant weakneſs, 

And while I gaze upon that reverend face, 

The name of father trembles in my ear, 

Guarding thee round with fence of adamant. 


| GLAUCUS, 
Nay, freely ſtrike, for I have wounded thee! 
Have flain thy peace, thy happineſs for ever. 
Yet was the fatal blow meant to preſerve thee. 
But, high enthron'd in heaven, the aweful gods 
Will work their pleaſure, mocking man's reſiſtance. 


| LYSANDER. | 
To them, and to their pleaſure, bend my ſoul ! 
Though hard the leſſon, learn ſubmiſhve patience. 
Too far had paſſion hurried us from duty; 
$8 O | Perhaps 
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Perhaps the ſcourge of chaſtiſement alone 
Was found ſufficient to recall our virtue. 
Oh! May thy portzon, dear, unhappy maid! 
Suffice the gods, and ſtop their dreadful vengeance! 
- And warn'd by thee, may never mortal hope 
By guilty means, t attain a wiſh'd for good. 
Pleaſure may fpread her gay ſeducing flores, 
And paſſion point to every ſoft delight; 
But one bad deed; ſhall blaſt the promis'd joy; 
Fear and remorſe ſhall ſeize the guilty breaſt, 
And frighted happineſs be loſt ever, 


—— 
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Den 8 opa: ; 
TILL 1 T 
And to the winds pour forth her ſighs of —_ [ 

Each eve thy fad diforder'd eps I trade 

Down to this lonely bower; -where all forlorn, 

Like the poor turtle on the leafleſs fpray, 

Whole hours in melancholy muſing paſs. 

Say, lovely mourner, hy theſe falling tears? 

Though born obſcure, an humble village maid, 

Thy condeſcending voice hath ſtyi'd me friend; 


Rob 


7 1 * 
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Rob me Hot then of friendipꝰs privilege ; 
Its ſacred privilege, to ſhare thy griefs. 

1 | "ASPACIA. -' 
Aſks then Iſmena why the captive fighs ? 
Why, when depriv'd of dignity and power, 
When ſudden hurl'd from fortune's ſhining heights, 
The wretched priſoner ſeeks by vain complaint 
To ſooth the griefs that prey upon his ſoul. 


ISAEN A. 

The pangs which orbatnefs feels, dy dire miſchance 
From its high ſeat remov id, Iſmena knows not; 
Fram ſuch convulſians happily remov'd 
By humbleneſt vf birth, and humbler mind, 

Yet keen as they may be, Aﬀpacia ſure 

Should yield to comfort, and forget her cares, 
Noth not great Selim, greater in his goodneſs 
Than in his conqueſts, or the Perſian crown, 

Doth he nut ſtrive, by every gentle act, 
To feoth and te-affute'thy drooping ſoul? 

Art thou not ſtill attended as a hu n ff? 
Not in ti native Parthia could'& thou live 
More honaur'd, or in ſplendor more complete 
Is not yon palace thine? Thofe ſtately domes 
No longer on great Selim for their lord. | 
A thouland flaves thy ſlighteſt nod obey, _ 


8 | | ASPACIA. 
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|  ASPACIA. 
Mere mockery all The unſubſtantial ſhade 
Of what I was, ere Selim's conquering arms 
Subdued, and forc'd me from my native throne. 
Tis true, refinement ſooths misfortune's brow, 
And rich profuſion makes dependance ſplendid ; 
But palatable poiſon will deſtroy, 
And lavery's chains can gall, tho' fram'd of gold. 


| IS$MENA.. ' | 
Not thus you mourn'd when firft to Perſia's court 
The conqueror led your ſteps. Then calmly great, 
With reſolution arm'd and generous pride, 
You ſeem'd to ſmile at fortune's fickle mood; 
With noble firmneſs caft her ſhafts afide, 
Which powerleſs fell, unable to ſubdue 
The empire of the ſoul, 


ASPACIA. 

And ſtill, Iſmena, 
Still could Aſpacia ſcorn her wayward ſmiles, 
Stift bear a mind ſuperior to her frowns, 
Were not that ſoul, which then was Telf-poſleſs'd, 
Enflav'd by paſſions ſtronger than the power 
Of Perſia's empire. In thy gentle break, 
With kindneſs and ſincerity replete, | 
Each ſecret of my heart will I repoſe, 
Oh! my Iſmena, to the noble ſoul 
More dangerous are the mild engaging arts 


0 e 


Of manly elegance and pleaſing converſe, 

Than all the horrors of deſtructive war. 

This heart, which firmly could ſuſtain the loſs 
Of Parthia's crown, now ſinks ſubdued, and finds 
In the fair virtues of her conqueror 


3. force more potent than his n could boaſt, 


: 1 A. 

With what delight 1 royal Selim hear 
This ſoft acknowledgement. Ah! lovely queen, 
All but yow ſelf obſerve the wonderous change, 
Wronght by your influence, in the conqueror's *. 
All fierce it was, ungovernably great, 

Graſping the globe in its ambitious hope; 
Now ſoften'd and ſubdued, its whole deſire 
Centers in peaceful arts and ſocial pleaſures. 
The ſword of war is ſheath'd, the nations reſt. 
Thoſe thoughts ſo late devoted to the toils 
Of ruthleſs conqueſt, now are all employ'd 
On pleaſures, once deſpis'd, but now delightful. 
Forgetful of the joys, or cares of empire 1178 
Doth he not ſpend whole hours in thy apartments, 
Retire unwilling, and return with rapture. 


K Bf ASPACIA. 
Long was I flatter'd by this courteous ſeeming, _ 
Long thought the moment near that ſhould conkon - 


The ini 17 80 . our dmy anxious * ö 
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Till late a private conference he demanded, 

And in his brother's name beſought my hand. 
IsSuENA. 

What anſwer 2 you yield to his g A 


AsPACIA.. 
An abſolute refuſal ; in ſuch terms | 
As ſpake diſdain of what he offer'd me. 


ISMEN/ 1 

Perhaps he meant a trial of your heart. 
Love is capricious, fearful, delicate; 
Creating many fond ideal dreams 
Which enter not the ſphere of ſober thought. 

ASPACIA, 
I have obſerved thy gentle pleaſing converſe 
Hath oft retain'd his ear, when loftier themes 
Appear'd to ſicken on his pall'd attention. 
When nexthe viſits me, with artleſs ſeeming 
Speak of my nuptials with prince Sollemaa 
As what my ſecret thoughts, to thee confided, 
Leads thee, undoubting, ſhortly to expedt. 
Then mark if he betray ſurpriſe or ſorrow ; 
If agitation ſhake his voice, or give 
Any deſcription of anxiety 
Which may betoken ſtrong and ſecret love. 
Nay, further I commiſſion thee to prove him. 
Mention not expectations of my marriage, 
But diſtant hint the cauſe of my refuſal. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


Fs 
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*  A'SPACTIA 
Tell him it was not ſcorn of Solleman, 


But love, unbounded love of him that ſway'd me. 
Will this be"diitant ? Ah! diſguiſe is vain ! 


Unfold my heart, tell him 'tis wholly his. 
So ſhall ſuſpence be clos'd in certainty ; 
And as his anſwer bids, will poor Aſpacia 
Fix her reſolves for happineſs or death. 


| I8MENA. 
To me thy ſlighteſt bidding is command. 
Yet much [I fear this haſty explanation 


\ 


Will rather blight than ripen the ſweet flower 


Of delicate aſſection, whole fine texture 
Bides not the blaſt of violence. 


Asp ACIA. | 
Enough. 
The . of my fout i is fix d 


No longer to endure the lingering pangs 


Of reſtleſs doubt. Upon thy plighted faith, 


Thy vow'd obedience and fidelity, 
Do I depend for every future hope 
Of happineſs, of lite pO 


8 

| Behold the Ling. 
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I leave thee. mash friend, thy ſovereign Alle 
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IsSMuENA. 
How ill, alas! ſhall I diſcharge the truſt 
Thy all-confiding favor hath repos'd ! 
Little thy unſuſpetting friendſhip deems 
That thy Iſmena's heart hath dar'd t' aſpire—— | 
But, huſh ! Pronounce not what thou would'ſt conceal, 
Leſt the light breeze ſhould catch the impious ſound, 
And bear it to her ear. Love tempts in vain! & 
I will be faithful to the taſk aſſi gn'd, g 
Nor ſhall the flatterer hope per vert my faith, 
My duty to Aſpacia. Hope! What hope? 
Can mighty Selim's heart deſcend to love 
An humble villager ? Ah! no! That heart 
To royal, fair Aſpacia is devoted; | 
And fad Iſmena, ſunk in deep deſpair, 
Muſt aid the love ſhe dares not wilh to rival. | 
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- | SCENE III. 


F SELIM, ISMENA. | 

Six, 3 

How richly purpled is the glowing wet! 
The ſun in double ſplendor ſeems to ſink - 


201 A Nen » 


And the pale moon, catching his vivid tints, 
Riſes illum'd with more than common luftre. 
How rich is nature, how profuſely gay 

Yet what can lifeleſs beauty yield to fill, 

To animate, to ſway. the feeliy heart 5 


No! Soul to ſoul muſt ſpeak, and eye to 1 27525 
In pure exchange of heaven · born ſympathy. _ 5 N 
The generous glow of warm ſincerity, 


The ſoft according ſmile, the tranſient bluſh 
Which paints | ſweet ſenſibility's pale cheek ; 


Theſe, and a thouſand nameleſs graces more, 


Muſt join to form that captivating whole, 171 


That ſoft aſſemblage of ſubduing charms 
To which the heart of haughty man can find 
Its glory in ſubmiſſion. Such, ſo form'd, 
So fair, ſo ſweetly temper'd and endow 4 | 
Is ſhe to whom the heart of Selim yields; 


For whom ambition's triumph he foregdes, © 


And quits the laurel for the olive crown, 


ISMENA. 


4 . 
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Who but Alpacia claims a prize fo glorious? 


Who but a queen ſhall darg aſpire ta Selim? 


12 


hay 
„ 


Love 8 not thoſe diſtinctions which create 


A difference never ftamp'd by nature's hand. 
Beauty and virtue are in his account 


The only legal gums to royalty. 
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| ISME NA 22 Ct 
And do not both in fair Aſpacia join 
Who is more virtuous or more beautiful e 

N 4 SelIX. 143 et 3001 

It pride were ia or pretenſion beau... 
In mind, in perſon would Aſpacia chamm. 
Who marks her brow, but ſees innate diſ daun 
And ſtubborn haughtineſs uſurp the ſeat 94 1 . 


Of female gentleneſs. The piercing glance, 
The ſtately ſtep and ſupercilious ſmile 

Which dignify the queen, fright from the breaſt - 
The ſoft approach of love, who flies, alarm'd, _ - 
From ſplendid domes, and grandeur's cumb'rous train, 
I the ſweet haunts of tenderneſs and peace. 
Pride never could ſubdue the Iofty mind. 
Which turns diſguſted from its. own reſemblance ; W 
Finding i in ſimple unaffected beauty 
In openneſs, and purity of ſoul. 
A charm more irreſiſtibly attractive 

Than the wild blandiſhment of vain ambition, 
The ſage's mantle, or the conqueror” s cron. 


| 1 1 


ISuEN A. 1 
Ill it becomes Ifnens s humbleneſs 
T' accuſe the lord of Perſia with injuſtice; . 
Vet ſure Aſpacia claims his gentleſt thoughts, | 
The pride which dignity. of Ration brings, fe 
That Arr. ſhould make blamelels. Greatneſs Ft n. 
| DSUTE ff 3 E 2.91915 " "Diſpokes 
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Diſpoſes more the mind to ſullen pride 
Than when proſperity's enlivening bem 
Warms and expands the heart to ſocial kindneſs. 
Not thus the queen regards great Selim's virtues ; 
Her ready tongue is ever prone to praiſe; 
The darling theme each ſeature animates, 
Glows on her cheek and ſparkles in her eye. 

It I from theſe might judge her heart. 


"SELLM. - 


p No more, 
hay Iſmena, ceaſe to wouud my ear 
By vainly pleading iu another's cauſe, 

When I would only think on thee; would view 
No other object, know no other care. * 
Yes! 'Tis thyſelf, fair image of perfeftion, © 
Whoſe charms have conquer'd Selim's haughty ſoul, | 
And chang d the terror of affrighted A Bilde, 

Into a ſighing lover. 


 I8MENA. 
| Ah! dread liege, 4 
Forbear to over-whelm thy ſlave with glory! 125 
Can N Selim ſtoop to love Iſmena ? 


$811, | 
And glory in kis choice. Ta love Iſmena 
Is but to love each human excellence. ; 
The diamond loſes not its native luſtre, 
Though careleſs throw n amidſt unvalued n: 7 

He 
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He who diſcerns its beauty will regard it, 
With equal eſtimation and delight | 
As it were fix'd in Perfa's diadem. 
E'en as a ſkilful artiſt have I view'd 
Thy worth, and will advance thee to my crown, 
Where thou ſhalt ſhine its brighteſt ornament, 
Admir'd and honour'd by a gazing world. 


IsMENA. 
Ah! flattering ſounds! Ah! more than happineſe 
SELIM. 
- Hence forward art thou queen of Selim's heart, 
And partner of his throne, No rival &'er 
Shall ſtrew the pointed thorns of jealouſy 
Amidft the roſes which thy couch bedeck. 
Rich in thy love, no beauty elſe ſhall ſhare 
The empire of this fond, this faithful heart, 
Where thou ſhalt reign with undivided ſway, 
The equal, nay far greater than Aſpacia. 


| ISMENA. 
Aſpacia { Ah! my trembling heart recoils 
Een at her name. How ſhall I dare appear 
Before her eye? How meet her keen reproach ? © * 


SELIM. 
Fear not her power, while mine is thy protection 
From thee ſhe now muſt hope the reſtoration. | 
Of her loſt crown, Een to thy choice I give 
Either 


"© 
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Either to ſend her back full reinſtated 
In all the rights and power ſhe once poſſeſs d, 
Or to detain her here, a happy captive, .. 
The — 4 Wee of thy greatneſs. 
|  I$MENA. 

Ah! mighty Selim, words want power to thank Bos, 
And cruel fate denies Iſmena more! © 
Alas! Aſpacia loves thee ! *Tis thy coldneſs, 
Not her loſt crown the royal captive mourns. 
Had not her favour rais'd me from the duſt, 
Ne er had this form attracted Selim's eye. 
Obſcure, as was my birth, my days had paſs d. 
Stranger to all the joys and pains of greatneſs. 
Her partial judgement in the wiſh to pleaſe, 5 

Found the ability; and plac'd me hig 
In riches, honours, love and confidence. 
When changeful fortune led her ſteps to Perſi ia, 
Hither did I attend her faded ſtate, | 
Still moſt belov'd, and neareſt to her counſels. | 
This very morn into my breaſt ſhe pour'd 
The anguiſh of her ſad afflicted ſoul, 
Bidding pure friendſhip's ſoftly lenient power 
_ and reſtore it to its wonted peace. 
| _ _. " SELIM. 

Thou ſhalt repay the favor ſhe hath thown thee, 
Ten- fold N it. 


u Kit A. 
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 I8MENA.. 
With a rival's hagd, 

ts ſhall Iſmena NEW the venom'd dart 
Which fatally ſhall, wound her ſovereign's breaſt ? 
Soothing her unſuſpefting confidence - _ a 
With mean diſſimulation's artful tale, | 
Till proſperous in her baſeneſs, Selim's favour 
Impower her to throw off the deep diſguiſe, 
And with inſulting kindneſs, bid her queen 
From her receive the empire-ſhe hath loſt. 
Would not thy love, to ſudden hatred turn'd, 
Deſpiſe a wretch ſo meanly inſolent, 
And with that power which rais'd me to a throne, 
_— hurl me to mp native littleneſs. 


Selin. 
Aſpacia never can be Selim's choice. 
'Tho' thou rejett his heart, from her it flies, 
Prefering cold and irkfome ſolitude 
To ill-form'd union. Then reflect, Iſmena, 
Nor let the ſweet romance of youthful friendſhip, 
And fancied ties, which reaſon would diſclaim, 
Lead thee to ſacrifice ſubſtantial good. 
To the vain phantom, ſelf-denying greatneſs, 
Which for a while will flatter thee with praiſe 
Of pure diſintereſted and noble firmneſs, 
But leave thee ſoon, neglected and forlorn, 


P Ne 23 To 


| 

1 
1 
b 

| 
| 

| 
4 | 
| 

| 

| 

| 


210 7 AS DB ACTITA, 1 


To mourn the Taſh enthuſiaſtic virtue 


Which 9 Nos of a 'crown. 


"IsMENA. Fen 
Ah! were a crown Ss 
The moſt valu'd that my ſoul foregoes +7 
Slightwere the ſacrifice which duty claims, Wa. 
But Selim's heart is richer than his empire; ork 
A precious gem, which juſtly to poſſeſs 
Iſmena would reſign ten thouſand pars peeve 5 


1711 i | 
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Sri. = 
Is it not 4 A prize moſt juſtly won 5 44 
iy virtues, and by beauty all thy own. 3 

eee, eee 


Where were thoſe virtues ſhould Iſmena 6027 


To the baſe practice of inſidious fraud 8 
Should ſhe betray the unſuſpecting love, 
Which all confiding, from the generous heart a 
Should meet return of pure ſincerity . TT 
And like a dark aſſaſſin, ſhelter'd cloſe 13 
Beneath the maſk of friendſhip and obedience, 
Stab the kind boſom, which bath foſter d her. | 
Oh! Selim, guard me from a erime ſo dreadful! - 
Oh! bid me fly a mbition's blandiſhments, _ 
And the more ſoft, more dangerous wiles of love. 6 
Bid me ſecure, in native humbleneſs,, | | * 
* innocence which greatneſs would deſtroy. i . 
sri, 


Ane . 


SELIM. 

Will then Iſmena ſcorn her Selim's heart ;- 
And to the ſplendors of an eaſtern crown 
Prefer th' unfix'd regards of female friendſhip ? 

ISMENA. 
To eaſtern crown ; to love's ſeducing charms, 
Will I prefer i integrity and virtue. 
Oh! hear thy flave ! Permit me to return 
E'n to thoſe Plaing where firſt wy life began. 


 SELIM, 
The dignity and firmneſs of thy mind, 
More than thy beauty charm my wond' ring ſoul, 
Retire, Iſmena ; leave me to reflection. 
But go aſſur'd that, though to part with thee 
To Selim be more painful than the loſs 
Of light or life, thy choice ſhall ſtill be free. 


0 | 
S C E N E IV. 
 SELIM, SOLLEMAN. 


SOLLEMAN. 
Health, eaſe and pleaſure wait in Selim's train. 
My gracious ſovereign's goodneſs hath ee 
$ We'll llave to N che feelings of his heart. 


5 SELIM. 


— 
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| | SELIM. 

Not as a ſlave, but as a brother ſpeak ; 
Aſſur'd of fix'd attention, and ſuch friendſhip 
As our own glory and the rights of Perſia 
Permit us to indulge. 3 * 

SOLLEMAN. 
Who ſeeks for more ih 

Should juſtly forfeit what thy kindneſs gives. 

Reſtleſs ambition early ſhould be curb'd, 

And baſe ingratitude receive the laſh. 

Far from the ſoul of Solleman be both ! : 

His ſoul with duty fill'd, and the deep ſenſe 

Of light * and liberty by thee beſtow'd, 

Glows with the ſacred unabated heat 

Of pure fraternal love; yielding its powers 

Without reſtraint or limitation up | 

To true obedience and firm "+ | 


SELIM. 
We ne'er ſuſpected, prince, thy friendly lavs,/ 
Then wherefore this exceſs of proteſtation ? 
Which, could we fear thy faith, would raiſe a doubt 
IIl fuiting theſe pretenfions. If my power 
Can ought afford to make thy ſtate more happy, 
Freely propoſe thy wiſh, as to a brother 


\ | Whoſe 


® It is cuſtomary in Perſia for the re'gning prince to cauſe the eyes of his 
younger brothers to be pat out, and to kcop t. em in canfinement during life. 


A T A DT.. as 


Whoſe duty and affection both incline 
That power to operate for thy advantage. 
SoLL BMA. 3 
What words ſhall thank thy goodneſs! Well could 1 
Content remain among thy happy flaves, all + 
Protected and ſupported by thy bounty; 
Nor wiſh for other greatneſs than my ſtate 
Receives, reflected from thy parent luſtre ; | 
But love, that bane of human happineſs, 1 
Forbids me longer to enjoy repole ; 
Forcing the eyes of humbleneſs and duty 
To fix on objects far above their ſphere. 
Aſpacia ſcorns to ſmilt on leſs than kings. 
SkIIX. IE 
J underſtand thee. Parthia's crown is thine. 
The day which ſhall unite thee to Aſpacia 
Invelts thee with the royal dignity. 
This knows the queen. 
SOLLEMAN. 
Again imperfett thanks 
Are all 
© . SELIM. | | 

We look not for acknowledgements, 

Be happy, and be grateful to Aſpacia. 12 


P 3 - SCENE 
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 SOLLEMAN.: 
« Be Happy, and be grateful to Aſpacia WV: 
That is, receive the empty name of king, | 
But ſtill continue ſubject to my ſway, 
And bend the ſlave of thy imperious wife, 
Who while neceſſity preſents her hand, | 
Proudly averting her difdainful eye, 
Scorns the mock gew-gaw monarch of the hour, | 
Made by a breath, ſupported by a ſmile, | 
And by a frown depos'd. Such dignity: 
Suits not th' ambitious ſoul of 'Solleman, 
For which all Perſia were too mean an empire; 
Too ſmall to fatisfy its vaſt deſires. 
This marriage with Aſpacia ſhall amuſe 
His unſuſpecting mind; and while he deems 
Me all intent on Parthia and my bride, F: 
The plot which I have laid, grown ripe and full, | 
Shall ſudden burſt on his unguarded head. 
Already do I feel the glorious change 
From fawning flay' ry to unbridled power; 
Aſpacia then ſhall meet return of ſcorn, 
Rejected, and condemn'd to fill the arms 
Of ſome mean favorite, great but in my ſmile ; 


* 


And in her place ſhall fair Iſmena reign 
The object of my love; till newer charms 


1 


Inyite 


A TRAGEDY. 


Invite to change of — whigh receives 113 
It's ſweeteſt zeſt from novelty, But why 1 
Waſte I the precious moments in vain thought, 

That ſhould be huſbanded and well employ'd 

In action, which may beſt promote deſign. bak! 
Exertion muſt ſupport dependant hope, 19 
Or all her high- built ſtructures ruin d fall, 
Frail monuments of indolent ambition. 
Such is the natural courſe of human things, 
From fordid induſtry wealth ſlowly ſprings. 
The politician wiſe ſucceſs ſhall crown, 
Heroic actions ever gain renown, 

Repoſe the ſweet reward of toil ſhall be; 

He who would taſte the fruit muſt firſt aſcend the tree, 


| END OF ACT THE FIRST., 
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STENE eee 
4 Reyol Apartment. 1 a0 
Asr a4. la, is * * 1 
| | 5 AsrAclA. Þ | 
Ere this Iſmena hath to Selim told 


The ſecret of my heart ; if deere Bill, , od1 04 Ml 
OM .- Spite 


» & =y 
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Spite of my eyes, its paſſion hath remain'd. I 
But why hy comes ſhe not with ſwifteſt ſpeed 

To eaſe the tortures of my anxious breaſt ! 

Much do I fear from this unwith'd delay. 

Had ſweet ſucceſs. erown'd her with welcome tidings, 
Ere this her love had made Aſpacia happy 


VUra. ls 
Not always does the open generous ſoul 
Meet due returns of love and faithfulneſs. 
The tidings that would make Afpacia happy, 
Would prove, perhaps, leaſt reve to Iſmena, 
A8PACIA- | 
With pain I mark thee ſtill intent to check 
My fondneſs for Iſmena, Still thy tongue 
Is flow to praiſe, and quick to blame her actions. 
Thy ſovereign's favor rather ſhould Ramp value 
Upon unworthineſs, than thus expoſe | 25 
Merit like her's to vain and groundleſs cenſure, 
A UNA. FE 
The duty and affection which I bear 
My gracious ſovereign, turns my jealous eye 
On all that may affe& her peace or glory. 
Oft have I mark'd with what. a fix'd regard 
Selim hath view'd the beauty of Iſmena. 
Wich what attention he receiv'd her words; 
And how delight hath ſparkled in his eye Bid 
If, in the chance of ſocial dallianee, © © | 
e þ 3 His 
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His hand, in ſlighteſt contract, join'd with her's, 
Oft too have I obſerv'd her penſive air; 

Her eyes fix d vacant on ſome object near, 

While the deep figh burſt ſtruggling from her heart. 
When I have gaz'd expreſſive on her face, 

A bluſh of livelieſt colouring hath o'er ſpread it, 
Acknowledging the truth of my ſuſpicion, 

In nature's language, legible and clear, 


ASPACIA, | 
The erimfan's cheek ſpeaks not th veculiing heart. 
Innocence ſhudders at imputed error, 

While guilt, made hard by oft repeated crimes, 
Calmly can view the ruin it hath wrought, 

Nor ſtartles at familiar villainy. 


UA. 
When late thy favor to her charge confided 
The care of intereſts dearer than thy being, 
I watch'd the ſwift ſucceeding change, that glo- d 
By turns, and faded on her. varying cheek. | 
I mark'd her eye, dejefted, and averſe 
To plead a cauſe ſhe could not with ſucceſs. 
If aught my penetration pierce beyond 
The hourly ſeeming of a court diſgnife, 
Iſmena's heart is faithleſs to Aſpacia, 


| ASPACIA, | 
The warmth with which thou urgeſt thy conjeftures 
Would rather lead me to diſtruſt thy on. ; 

"Up | | 'Tis 
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Tis long ere artleſs 4570061 ſoul bi nat eit 
Learns to ſuſpect deceit it never e Ar [+ a 40 
But baſe duplicity within can look, 

And in its own mean boſom clearly read. 

The characters that mark another's fin. 


(42699) 8.5 GU pa; 
From Ula's baſom far be fuch deceit? : 
If I have err'd, twas duty and affection | $4791 


Which ſtrain'd my fears beyond what truth preſents, 
Gladly would I believe Iſmena faithful, 

And in obedience to my ſovereign's will 

Suſpend the doubt, which cannot be diſpel'd 

Till progf confirm the favorable hope 

Of her ſincerity. But till that hope | | 
Wich proof be crown'd, tis ſurely wiſe to guard 
Againſt ſuſpetted harm; to turn the ge 
Of watchful caution t'wards apparent anger: A 
Which if a phantom, is not realiz d, 15 * 
But if indeed i it live, may be difarm'd 7 
By timely eare and reſolute exertion. 


nin, 3; TIE 
I would not doubt her faith; yet will La@ : | 
As though ſuſpicion guided every thought... 
I will obſerve her actions, words and looks; 
Not a vague ſigh or ſmile ſhall ſcape unmark'd. | „ 
If ſuch a teſt her 1 innocence endures, ann 1 
Pearer than ever to Al pacia 5 ben | 


ah 1 
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Shall her tried friendſhip be. But if deceit 
Beneath the maſk of Tpotleſs virtue lurk, 

| Quick, deep and fatal ſhall be py. revenge; 
Suiting the feelings of inſulted h&nour, 

Of jealous ſcorn, and diſappointed love, 


$CENE 1 


ann 

is well; the feeds of wild diſtruſt a are Town, 8 
And quickly ſhall mature, to choak the growth 
Of this new favorite, whoſe young influence 

So far ſurpaſſes mine of earlier date. 

Grant that, unmov'd by pleaſure or ambition 
Her faith and loyalty remain unſhaken, 

No ſoul ſo pure is form'd by nature's hand 


In which ſuſpicion will not find a ſla in. 
The faireſt action, through the medium view ag 
Of canker'd jealouſy's diſtorting eye, 


Becomes the meer reverſe of What it is. ous 
K'en through this medium ſhall the queen behold * 
The rival whom I hate; and all that wont 5 
Jo win her lere, (hall cauſe diſguſt and fear. vile, 03 


"os 


— 


u re 


e er u.. 
sSklix, ISMENA, ULa. | 


Uta. 5 
Beyond my hope! So earneſtly engag'd ! 
Mark how Iſmena pleads Aſpacia's cauſe! 
Perhaps that kiſs mmpreſs'd upon her hand, 
Seals a love promiſe to her royal miſtreſs. 
This ſhall the queen behold. 


eK N E . 


SELIM, IsMUEN a. 
9 | | MISTIT 1 
n n 

| 7 Great Selim ceaſe ! | Mie 65 

Ceaſe to perſuade a heart too weak to ſtruggle 

Gainſt inclination's ſoft, but powerful force. 


Ahl rather aid the nobler cauſe of virtue! 


Bid me before her ſacred ſhrine relinquiſh 

The flattering charms of pleaſure and ambition. 
Permit me to withdraw from the warm blaze 

Of thy attractive ſphere, too dazzling bright | 
For humbleneſs like mine ; and far retir'd 


— 


In 
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In the deep vale of ſolitary life, 
Strive to forget that Selim deign'd to love me. 

85 SELIM. 
Bid Selim ceaſe to breathe, and his obedience 
Shall prove how ardently he loves Iſmena; 
But aſk not what is now impollible, 
That I ſhould tear my plighted heart from thine, 
And to another give thaſe ſacred vows . 
Which before heaven to thee I have devoted. 
Fix'd, as the ſun in ceaſeleſs ſplendor ſhines, 
Een ſo immoveable are my reſolves. 
Iſmena only ſhall be Selim's queen. 
If ſhe rejeR his heart, no other love 
Shall e er ſucceed to that he feels for her. 


SCENE V. 


Skin, ASPACIA, I$MENA, ULa. 


ULA. 
Attend. Behold how fondly he ſurveys her. 
Mark the ſoft langour of her ſpeaking eyes. 
ISMENA. 
Oh that great Selim were an humble ſwain, 
Whoſe flock and paſture were his greateſt wealth ; 


Virtue 
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Virtue the only glory he could boaſt, 

His ſole d6minion poor Iſmena's heart, 

Then could that heart without a fear diſplay 

The tenderneſs with which it overflows, 
Wich confidence could hope return of love 

And claim, ee promis'd happineſs. 


int e SELIM. BASE: 2 2611. 
What doubt can render now thy claim precarions ? 
Have I not ſworn to love but only-thee, 
To make thee ſole partaker of my throne ? 


| ASPACIA. 
Ah! Of his throne! It is too much! Away! 

Should I hear more, madneſs would ſeize my brain. ä 
Perfidious wretch ! But vengeance ſtill is mine. * | 


SCENE VI. 
"7 ,SELIM, IsMENA. 


SELIM. 
Why muſes my Iſmena ? Can ſhe ſtill 1 
Oppoſe my happineſs ? Can ſhe reſolve oy 
To tend her Selim's faithful breaſt with anguiſh 5 
Ah + did ſhe love like him it could not be, 


IsuENA. 


A TR A G E D Y. 


ISMENA. 
Next to the preſervation of that virtue 
Which I have ſtill poſſeſſed inviolate, 
And without which I were indeed unworthy . 
The glory of thy love; do I deſire 
To live the happy object of thy favor. 


223 


But frowning ſtern, ſhe bids me fly thoſe pleaſures * 


Which I muſt purchaſe with the loſs of her. 
And I will fly! tho' death at every ſtep 
Strike his keen arrow to my trembling heart, 
Already haſt thou promus'd that my will 
To ſtay or leave thee ſhall be wholly free. 
The latter then is my determin'd choice. 
Permit me to depart while I have life 
To bleſs thy goodneſs, 
SELIM. 

Is it then thy choice! 
*Tis well! Thou ſhalt no longer be detain'd, 
To-morrow.——No! It cannot be to-morrow ! 
The third day from this hour thou ſhalt depart, 
It ſtill it be thy wiſh to quit our count. 


IsMuENA. 
Thanks _ Selim! Not, alas! my wiſh, 
But duty, too ſevere, * compels my —_— 
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"SCENE. VII. 


| Ert Lhe. , 
che muſt not go! No ! by yon lucid orb 
Which now reflects the ſun's reſplendent light, 
A prize ſo rich ſhall not elude my graſp. 
Where but in her unites ſuch Iovelineſs, 


With perfect reaſon, tenderneſs and honour, R 


And where but in her breaſt can Selim find 
The happineſs he long hath vainly ſought ? 
Yet have I ſworn her choice ſhould govern mine, 
Nor muſt the Ene ner be pagan 


SCENE. unt. 


: 7 MJ | Ini +1 * . * a OO ' „ | 
© ©. SELIM, SOLLEMAN. 
eee SoLLEMAN. 


Permits great Selim of his ſlave's intruſion? 


Diſturb'd he ſeems. May Solleman partake 
The cares and e of his ee J * 4 


SELIM. PETS DONS," 
Brother, I will employ thy friendly zeal, - 
Ee in acauſe which more than life affefts me. 
Iimena ; ſhe whoſe beauty hath excited 


A 1 6 E D . 


The admiration of each wondering gazer; * 
Poſſeſſes virtues whoſe rich luſtre ſhin@# 


With brightneſs far tranſcending outward graces, , 


Wonder not while I tell thee 'tis her charms 
Detain the Perſian conqueror from the field; 
Th.* on the dear poſſeſſion, of her love 


NE the future happineſs of Selim. 


SOLLEMAN. 
Is ſhe not thine? dependant on thy will ? 
- x "HY SELIM. ; 


I know her perſon is within my power. 

But nothing will I owe to baſe conſtraint. 
Tis not the tranſient rapture of an hour 

1 from Iſmena hope, but laſting joys, 

The j joys of reaſon; ſentiment and ſoul. 
Her virtues will adorn the Perſian crown, 
Therefore upon her head I ſeck to place it; 
To give her legal title to my heart, 

Where ſhe ſhall reign unrival'd and alone. 


* SOLLEWAN,' .. 

Doch ſhe not gratefully receive theſe honours ?: 
S$$£1L1k; 7 

Gratefully ſhe declines them; prizing more 

Unſullied purity of ſoul, than all 

The dazzling ſplendors of the Perſian crown, 

Attach'd by love and duty to Aſpacia, 


: 


Q Whofe | 
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LAS 


„ 


- Whoſe haughty ſoul : diſdains to ſee lier ſubject 
Advanced fſferior to herſelf in greatneſs; 

That greatneſs as the worſt of ills ſhe flies, 

Too mean a bribe is Perſia to ſeduſe 

Her ſteady ſoul . rectitude and 5 ec . 

: 2 $OLLEMAN,: uy 

Lives there 8 who would not quit her irons: 

To ſhare great Selim's? By ſome nobler maid | 

Should Perſia's crown be graced. / Will not thy lords 

Diſdain a queen ſo mean? Some royal fair— 


e enten 
R in its own native worth is noble, 
Nor aſks from fortune what itſelf can give, 
What 1s this meanneſs and nobility, ' tre: 
But the diſtin&ion of low-inirided pride. 
For in the eye of true philoſophy, - 1! 
The pooreſt beggar who intreats thy «oa 
In ſimple blood, and * of nature 2 
4 egnaltaa An. r f 
| e | 
| HE Direct thy flave;, _ 
With acquieſeing duty he prepares _ 
To * e en as thy wiſh ſhall , 15 poyers. 


— 


„ 
Ino the ſtern purſuits of rigid bonour, 
Of glory and ambition, from my thought _ 8 


3 Have drove that ſiveet and — * elegance ; 
> ( Whack. 
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Which wins the female heart. Thy ſofter days 
In courtly pleaſures ſpent, with poliſh'd eaſe 

| Have ſmoothed each accent, and each motion dreſs d. | 
Thy tongue, inur'd to gentle compliment, 
Spontaneous drops perſuaſive eloquence. - 

In friendſhip's cauſe exert thy happy powers. 
Set forth my paſſion in the tendereſt view. + . 
All thou canſt utter will but half expreſs 
The feelings of my ſoul. On her depends 
More than 9 his happineſs. 


' SDLLEMAN> _—_ 
Kb No art my zeal ſhall leave untried | 
To bend her inclinations to thy will. 
This moment haſte I to the taſk aſſign d. 


Ardent with hope t' attain the wiſh'd for 8 
And be the humbleſt means of joy to Selim. 


— 


SCENE IX. 


SELIM.” 
Perhaps the glozing ſmoothneſs of his tongue 
May gain attention, when my artleſs tale 
Fen by its warm ſincerity may tire. 
Yet rather will ſhe ſcorn th' obſequious flatterer; 


Q 2 For 
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For ſtill I mark her penetrating eye 
Averſe to adnlation's mean pretence, 
But all things muſt be tried to gain her ſlay ; 
For where, if the be loft, ſhall Selim find 
A mind like her's, where honour dwells enthroned, 
By beauty grac'd, by virtue dignified. 
Such, only ſuch did nature mean to raiſe 
Above the level of the vulgir throng ; E 
Merit, in her juſt eſtimate is greataeſs. 
He moſt diltinguiſh'd who is prov'd moſt virtuous, 
In vain do lately monuments ariſe, 
Or wreaths of conqueſt charm admiring eyes ; 
In vainth' 2pplauding multitude ſhall raiſe 
The ſong of triumph in the victor's praiſe ; * 
Frail are the glories which on theſe depend, 
A breath ſupports them, and a breath can end. 
Title and rank without deſert are vain; 
Merit alone ſhould riſe! Merit alone oat reign. 


' 


| 


END OF ACT THE JZECOND, - 
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AspAciA, ULA. 


| ASPACIA. | 
Yes ! ſomething ſhall be done, and quickly too 
Never fhall ſteep Aſpacia's eyelids cloſe, 
Till it it is fweeten'd by complete revenge. 

ULA. g 

Rather let cald diſdain thy boſom arm, 
Too mean the object to excite thy rage. 
The lion, when by ſtinging in ſects pain'd, 
Deigns not to rouſe the terrors of his wrath, 
But calmly ſhaking from his brindled ſide 
The baſe aſſailants, with his wonted fate, 


Purſues ſerene, his unmoleſted way. 


ASPACFA. 


| Preach moderation to the roaming wolf! 


And teach the defert winds humanity! 
Seaſons may change tlieir courſe, andthe ſix d fun 
Start from his orb, obedient to thy bidding, 


Ere with weak reaſon thou ſhalt calm the breaft 


By Jove and raging jealouſy enflamed. 
Q 3 | Revenge! 


—— ASPACTA 


Revenge! Revenge alone can ſooth my foul, 
And to this boſom its Toſt peace reſtore. 


i ULA, 5 
Revenge be thike !, Full as thy ſoul deſires. 
Say ſhall the poifon'd bowl her veins, enflame ? 
Or the ſharp poinard pierce her faithleſs heart ? 
Speak but the form thy chaſtiſement would wear, 


And I will find a miniſter ſo fit 


To execute thy ſentence, that the blow 
Shall follow, een with lightning $ ſtrength and ſpeed. 


Asr ACA, 
Myſelf will execute my own reſolves, 


Nor to another truſt the glorious vengeance 


On which alone depends my ſoul's repoſe. 
No eye like mine can mark the traitor's heart, 
No other arm inflit a wound ſo fatal. 


But think not her mean life is what I ſeek'; 
For nobler blood Aſpacia's poinard thirſts. 


Tis well! This pencil ſhall the work begin, 
With magic power, on this now blotleſs page, 
Such taliſmanic figures fhall portray, 


As, if in nature's volume right J read, 


Shall unde e in his lover's arms. 


Nene a IP 

„einn 
What wean dhe que! Her «atop te; 
Aud 
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And her fluſh'd cheek and quick diforder'd ftarts, 
Expreſs emotions wild and terrible. | 
AspACIA. 


Give thou this letter into Selim's hand. 
Tell him Iſmenal bad thee bear it to him, 


1 
Se 1 25 
Asp ACTA. 
Dares ſhe then approach 


The injured preſence.—But be ſtill my ſoul. 
I will obſerve the ſorcereſs and her wiles, 


Oppoſing art to art, and ſmile to ſmile. 


SCENE 1. 


8 urn Ur. 
I sMENA. | 

Ah queen! too WP: to thy uſeleſs flave, 
Take back the cruel bleffing of thy favors - 
Permit Ifmena to retire from greatmeſs, = 
And in her native humbleneſs regain © — © 
That peace of which ambition hath deſpoil'd her. 
Far in the yale unenvied quiet dwells, 
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And there Iſmena would repoſe in ſafety. 

Forgive me that I ſeek to quit thy preſence ; 

In humble ſtation born, theſe courtly ſplendors 
Reſtrain my ſoul, and baniſh that content 
Which once in native indigence I knew. 

Care from a royal dome can baniſh peace ; 

And while the roſe blooms fragrant on the breaſt, 


It's pointed thorns, unſeen, can wound the heart, 


|  ASPACIA». | 
This would imply that Selim fcorns my love. 
Well, be it ſo! Twas not for thee he ſcorn'd it. 
Thy gentle voice hath pleaded for thy queen. 
E'en now the tear that fell for her diſtreſs 
Shines in thy eye with ſoft and trembling luſtre, 
Shall not theſe proofs of duty and aſſection 


Bind thee more firmly in Aſpacia's love, 


Than een ſucceſs, without ſuch teſt of fnendſhip, 
The faithful heart a ſovereign ſhould regard, 
And power unequal leſſens not its value. | 


ISMEN A. 


Generous Aſpacia ! Could Iſmena's life 
Purchaſe her much-lov'd ſovereign's happineſs, 


How willing would ſhe pay th' unyalued forteit ! 


But fince that life to thee muſt ftill be uſeleſs, 


Permit it, diftant far from courtly cares, 0 
To waſte „ Wy tis cen lic}! 
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ASPACIA, 

Urge thy ſuit no further, 
Not ſo Aſpacia ſhall reward Iſmena, 

A different fate have I for thee prepar'd. 

More ſuited to thy merits and my love, 7 
Ere yonder moon hath gain'd th' aſcent of heaven, 
Meet me within the cloſe inwoven bower 
Where oft the ſocial hour hath ſwiftly paſs'd. 
There to thy wondering eyes will I preſent 
What moſt they wiſh, yet leaſt expett to view, 
There ſole poſſeſſion will I give thy arms 
Of what they would moſt ardently enfold. 
No further ſeek for explanation now, 
But meet me, as the laſt obedient act 
Aſpacia ſhall require. Till when, farewell, 


Is uENA, 


Ji ll obey thee. | 


SCENE Al. 
ASPACIA, ULA, +: 


*"ASPACIA, 
Excellent deceiver! 


G al 1 ence and faith 
 Vho would believe hut innocence Reſided 
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Refided-in a form ſo amiable. 
ft Vl, away! Loſe not another moment. 
* To Selim bear the letter which I * thee. 
| Forget not to inform him that Iſmena * 1 
R it to kim. * HenvewWhh: ral; 


0 5 — —— — 
„ . , 3 
Would that e ſuſpicion Kill bad fept, - y ; 
* alarming voice. My aim = ; 
Was but a rival's fall ; but now my fears 
ider miſchief, and more fatal Mn. 
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Fai Ula, may alover dare approach 
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Say, will Aſpacia deign to bleſs theſe eyes 
With her dear preſence ? J 


ULa. 


She is now retir'd 

To ſecret contemplation. In which ſlate 
I may not interrupt her privacy, 
But gracious prince inform me at this hour 
Where J may find great Selim. From Iſmena 
J bear a letter for his royal hand. 

© SOLLEMAN- 
From fair Iſmena? To my care intruſt it. 
E'en now to Selim do I bend my way, 
And ſafely will acquit me of my wa .of 


'ULA.. 


Thanks, gracious Solleman. I pray be ſpeedy, 
And recollett to ſay tis from Iſmena, 


SCENE VL: 


SoLLEMAN. 


A letter ſent to Selim from Iſmena! | 
Without my pleading then ſhe hath rglented, 


2 AST Acta. 


And condeſcends at laſt to be a queen. 

B this her firm attachment to Aſpacia ? 

That virtue whuch disdain'd the bribe of Perfia ? 
Brother, by leave of your all potent greatneſs, 
F will indulge my wiſh to view the form 

In which this paragon refigns her brightneſs. 


( Opens the letter. 


The flaxe on whom thy favour deigns to ſhine, 
* Lrves but while bleſt by its enlivening ray. | 
Een now ſhe waits thee in the roſeate bower 

* Where late ſhe liſten'd to thy ſoothing voice. 
The moon ſhines ſoftly in the. lucid ſtream, 
And Philomel attunes her ſweeteſt lay. 

* Oh! come! Thy preſence is the ſun of joy, 
Changing dark midnight to love's higheſt noon.” 
Yes, D will meet thee in the roſeate bower ! 

But not to hear the nightingale's dull tale, | 
Or watch the pale moon quivering in the ſtream. 
Fortune, I thank thee l In this lucky chance 
Read I thy promiſes of future good. i 
Greatneſs is but the means to purchaſe pleaſure ; ; 
As fuch I ſeck it, and as ſueh will uſe. 
But ah, how doubly ſweet is joy unbought ! 
A little ere th' intended hour I take 
The place of Selim. I his voice can feign; 
This lilken mantle mall my form enfold. ty 


— TR AGE 


And unſuſpeRing love ſhall lend his aid 

To ſcreen me from detection. Steal ſoft cloud 
Over the face of yon too brilliant orb, 

Shading from vulgar eyes the thefis of love. 


SCENE VII. 
The Bower. 


Aſpacia ſeated within in a penſiue attitude. The light of 
the moon is ſeen reflected in a ſtream : the ſinging of 
nightingates is heard, and the ſouud of a diſtant water., 

fall. After a pauſe, fhe riſes and comes ſlowly for- 


ward. 


AsSPACIA. - 


What wavexing doubts would ſhake my fix'd reſolve? 
Cold flows the blood which animates my heart, 
And my hand trembles to obey my bidding. 
Reflett, Aſpacia, rouſe thy vengeance up. 

Art thou not ſcorn'd ? Thy offer'd love rejected? 
Rejetted for thy flave! And wilt thou live 

To ſee her triumph o'er thy flighted charms, 
And mount the throne thou vainly ſought'ſt to fill ? 


Wink 


\ 
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Wilt thou ſee Selim doat upon her beauty, 

And laviſh upon her thoſe tender ſmiles 

Which thou ſo many hours haſt figh'd to win, 

While adulating thouſands throng around. 

And careleſs paſs thee by to kneel before her. 
No! By yon lone, pale witneſs of my anguiſh, 
Here caſt I off all pity and remorſe, 

Yielding my ſoul to her dark purpoſes. 

Love knows no medium in the female breaſt, 
Disdain'd, it turns to fierce and vengeful hate, 
Blaſting the favorite flower it lately ſhelter'd. 
Such dire extremes Aſpacia hath endur'd, 

And from her love ſuch fate muſt Selim meet; 

I not his tendergſt friend, his deadlieſt foe, 
h! Who is he that this way bends his ſteps? _ 
is ſurely Selim. To the fatal ſnare 
He haſtes, in all the rapture of defire , ; © 
And eager for, neſs. Now my trembling heart 
Be greatly firm, caſt all the woman from thee. | 
Ve clouds diſperſe, vail him not from my eyes; 
Give them to view bim ere they cloſe for ever. 


(1 Vails herſelf.) 


SCENE 
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8 * E N E VII. 
. ASPACL. 8 1 
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" SoLLEMAN, ry 


Iſmena, loveheſt, gentleſt of thy D 
Behold, obedient to thy pleaſing ſummons, ; 7 
Thy Setim comes, to fold thee to his heart. ; — 
To tell thee that i it beats for thee alone, | 

And ſcorns, nay, loathes the love of every other. 
In vain Aſpacia ſighs to be my queen, . 
In vain ſhe courts me to her fond embrace. | 
Thou, only thou in Selim's heart ſhalt reign, 
Friend of his foul and partner of his throne, . 
Yes! by this warm embrace l frear— 3 


0 
1 
J — 1 


ASP ACIA. NE 33tC 
Thus! Thus! 

| 12 Stabs * 1 
ds thanks 8 for thy offer d lov A: be 
And thus Aſpaciaon herſelf reyenges | .., >, 


The cruel act her N madneſs prompts. af 8 


| (Swallows Ne 


' SOLLEMAN. 


Hold! | Hold raſh woman | Bots have been dete al 


ASPACIA, 
Ah! Solleman! What motive dre thee hither 2 


Sad 
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 SOLLEMAN., 
Curs'd be the eager folly of my paſſion ! f 


Had it not drawn me to ſupplant my brother, 


Thy arm had driv'n the poinard to his heart, 

And crown'd me lord of Perſia and Iſmena. 
ASPACIA. 

And muſt I unreveng'd expire, and leave 

Him who disdain'd my love to ſcorn my rage ? 

Oh! double death] How didſt thou learn that here 

Iſmena waited for thy brother's coming. 


SOLLEMAN. 


Thy inſtrument of evil gave the letter, 


Which fix'd the aſſignation, to my hand. 


Oh! for ſome ſtrange, unheard-of imprecation ! 


Death---Death forbids. ——Brother, thou haſt eſcap'd. 
Curſe on my fate! My hopes are blaſted all —- 
Juſt in the flower —— Juſt ripening——Oh ! (Dies. 
 ASPACIA. 
"Tis done ! | 
How terrible is death! Convulſive horror | 


Shook every nerve. Hence dreadful phantom! hence 
Thy ghaſtly form affrights my ſtartled ſoul. 


*T wouldeſcape thy graſp ! Ah! vain attempt! 


Already haſt thou ſeiz d thy deſtin'd prey. 

I feel, I feel thee! Ah! that icy touch | 

Chills my ſhrunk veins. Oh! for the ſun's warm 
beams! _ | 


1 die, I die. /$ inks dow? ly the BY 


SCENE 
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SCENE IX. 
SELIM, ISMENA, AsPACLA, PERSIAN LORDS. 


SELIX. 


| Believe me, lovely maid, 
I joy that accident hath led niy ſteps 
For thy protection hither. To her power 
Will I not leave thy ſafety thus unguarded. 
Her ſoul is haughty, jealous and revengeful. 
This midnight wandering proves a mind diſturb'd. 
What can ſhe wiſh here to communicate, 


Which in the palace could not be unfolded ? 


ISMEN A. 


Permit me; mighty Selim, to obey 
This ſtritt command ſo erneſtly enjoin'd. 
No danger from Aſpacia's hand I fear. 
Have I not, for her ſake rejected all 

That love and fortune to my wiſh could give? 
And ſhall I fear to ſtand before her preſence ? 
No ! If unjuſt to faithfulneſs like mine, 
She deems my life a forfeit to her power, 
Low, unreſiſting, will I bend before her, 
'Tis eaſy to reſign what we eſteem not, 


— 


0 14. 


And little does Iſmena value life, 
Since 8 and FROPE are loſt * ever. 


ASPACILA.. 


And haſt thou, for my ſake, rejected all 
That love and fortune to thy with could give ? 
Iſmena. noble maid, hoxw have I wrong d thee! | 
But well art thou aveng'd! Selim behold, 
While I have life remaining to explain | 
This ſcene of horror; ſee thy murder'd brother. 
The blow his breaſt receiv'd was aim'd at thine ; 
Aim'd to revenge Aſpacia's lighted loye, 


(To Ifmena. } 


The fight with which I meant to blaſt thy ſight 
Was thy fond lover mangl'd by this hand. 
But heaven hath heap'd upon the guilty head 
The ruin it for innocence prepar'd, | 

And leaves Afpacia—a dread monument | * 
Of paſſion's fatal force - and Oh 
: m5. Dies. 
EM SMEN A. 


She Yes! . 
Ah! deareſt queen! Aſpacia! Honour'd lady! 
Alas! my words are loſt in empty air! | | 
She hears me not. She never more wall hear me! \ # 


EV 
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Ss. 
Then doth the female eye appear moſt bright, 
When drops of gentle pity give it luſtre. 
Vet ceaſe toweep. Too well have theſe deſerv'd 
The direful chaſtiſement which hath o'er ta'en them. 
This hour a dangerous plot hath been reveal'd . 
Plan'd by that brother *gainſt my crown and life. 
Then rather joy that Selim reigns in ſafety, ' 
Than grieve that heaven hath doom'd his foes to fall. 


ISMENA. 
For that, in heart-felt gratitude I bend, 
Bleſſing the ſacred band which hath preſerv'd thee. ' 


SELIM, 
From every fancy'd obligation free, 
Wilt thou allow my claim, thy valu'd heart ? 
That ſweet aſſenting bluſh: confirms my hope; 
1aſk no more, it gives me all I wiſh, 
This hour ſhall make thee happy Selim's wife, 
And ſoon as ſolemn mourning rites are paid 
To this unhappy pair; ſhall public joy, 
And feſtive triumph to glad Perſia tell 
That fair Iſmena reigns, That vice can o'er 
The glittering crown calt ſhades of dark diſgrace, 
Bending to earth the guilty head that wears it; 
While virtue can exalt the loweſt ſtate, 
And nobler than exalted anceſtry, 


With inborn greatneſs dignify the ſoul. ; 
| n 


In fortune's ſcale hate er be khy degree, Bede 
Oh! Virtue, thou alone art dignity. 1 | | 
Before thy open brow, and piercing eyes, | 
| Vice ſhrinks abaſh'd, and coward meanneſs flies, | 
While title, glare, and all thofe gaudy things, 
3 Which charm the vulgar mind, and flatter kings; | | 


Exalted ſtate, that loves to ſtand alone, 

The ermin'd robe, the ſceptre and the crown, 

Fade into diſtant ſhadows, and confeſs | 

| Their natures void of worth, their inbred littleneſs. 
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